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be found in the whale circoit of the animal kingdom. It consists
nwrely of & sac af hallow in his body, with a mouth that can be
irregulany openad and closad at pleasare, but without any mechanism
for respiration, that is to say. for inhaling fresh air and expelling the
superfluous cahonic ac3d. The veins are merely disposed around
the walls of the pulmonary chamber, and whenever the animal opens
the little gaping mouth a iresh stock of the pure outer atmosphere is
taken in, caactly in the same wav as when we air a room by opening
a window. The snail then keeps this air enclosed in his simple
lung tll his blood has shsathod all the available oxygen, and re-
placed it by carbanie acid. after which he once more opens the
mouth, and allows the air 2 svond time to renew itself by mere
atmospheric difusion.  The efiect 1s just the same as if we ourselves
were merely to open our mouths cvery three minutes or so, and let
the air get in of itseli. without breathing in any way.  Of course,
such a rudimentary type of respiration is only possible in a very
inactive and sluggish animal.  Active creatures require much more
oxygen to keep the internal fires burning brightly, and the engine
working up to full vital speed.

Garden snails crawl by means of successive expansions and con-
tractions in the broad muscular under-surface of the body, technically
described as the foot. If one watches a snail climbing up a pane of
glass, it will be seen that the contractions follow one another like
waves, with very great rapidity, though they produce in the end such
a singularly inadequate result.  Yet some slugs, such as testacella,
can move quite rapidly along the burrows of earth-worms, which
they pursue and devour much as the ferret does with rabbits, only
11 a still more deadly and bloodthirsty fashion.

As the snail walks, he keeps pushing out in front of him four
curious retractile feelers or tentacles, commonly called his homs.
Two of these horns are long, and two short, the longer pair being the
upper ones.  Both can be withdrawn by being turned inside out, like
the finger of a glove that is pulled off backward. At the end of the
lung pair of tentacles are two small black spots, the eyes, which are
very rudimentary in the garden snail, and apparently only possess

“the power of distinguishing light from darkness, without any distinct
vision for shapes or colours. This is a very interesting fact from the
evolutionary point of view, as the highest marine shell-fish belonging
to this same group, such as the strombs or wing-whelks, have in
the same position well-developed eyes, as perfect as those of many
fishes, with a full complement of retina, crystalline lens, aqueous
bumour, and vitreous humour, exactly as in the human eye. The
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tor hinelf, and afterwards returned to point it"out to his mate, who
wan nimilarly confined.

AWl mnails are hermaphrodite, that is to say, each individual is at
vhee male and female, but they pair together like ordinary sexual
andinls,  ‘Their courtship is long and affectionate, being accom-
{whicdd by many grotesque endearments ; and they seem not in-
capble of strong attachment for one another.  Some snails have also
o wpuitation for being pugnacious, though their battles, owing to the
alownews of the attack, are not of a thrilling interest to the unsympa-
thetl Yookers-on,.™ The cggs are separate in the land-snails, and
vovered by a distinet shell; though in the fresh-water kinds they are
aoll and trannparent, and glued together in those glutinous masses
whith we commonly describe as spawn.  One tropical Brazilian
Al ayn an cgR a8 Dhig as a pigeon’s, covered externally with a hard
vl ateain shell,

the great needs in the life of the garden snail are two only—
phany ot el vegetables, and a soil containing a sufficiency of lime.
1w the anatte of food, snails are particularly fond of the pea tribe in
Alimat all s torms, and also of the cabbages. Nevertheless, there is
v ivembet ot the last-named family which they studiously avoid—
white wmtand ; and wherever that crop is grown not a snail is to be
it i the neighbourhood.  This is an interesting case of that in-
Pt Hon between plants and animals which we so often observe in the
wathtig of nature. - Clearly, white-mustard is a cabbage-wort which,
oty specially exposed to the ravages of snails, has found means to
Jlwtendd itself against them by the secretion of some juice or flavouring
wiatter which they do not like.  Apparently, this flavouring matter is
just that very pungent principle in the mustard plant which gives it its
wole value in human cyes ; for T find that a very small quantity of
ot nntard laid upon the carth several inches in front of a snail
il v 1o make it withdraw its horns in evident discomfort, and
Wit dnto i shell for protection against the disagreeable odour or
s it s ee of touch, Tt often happens thus that the very tactics
adeptod by plant under its native circumstances to repel one
antnetd heve nnde at all the more attractive under different conditions
v o ot bede A to the lime, the snail of course needs that
wirke tal e the aecretion o his shell and the covering of his eggs.
Noms b s el Lagely dispersed through the tissues of plants,
whn b st b W up o the ground  through their roots ; and it is
wont the planta o whieh he feeds that the snail naturally obtains
st ek atevial o akding up his solid outer skeleton.  But in
sviie siatin st ta entiely wanting in the soil—as, for example,
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The Brazilian bulimus, eaten as a delicacy at Rio, is six inches long,
and a huge African achatina is as big as this page, and lays an egg
like a good-sized bantam’s.

As regards their origin, there can be very little or no doubt that
our land-snails are originally descended from fresh-water creatures
like the pond-snails, and still more remotely from marine molluscs.
‘There are some links in the progress still left to us of considerable
evolutionary interest. For example, there are certain river snails
which also inhabit the sea or brackish water ; and it is easy enough
to understand how marine animals like the periwinkles might readily
spread up the mouths of broad tidal rivers, such as the Thames or
Severn, until they gradually acclimatized themselves to ever fresher
and fresher water.  This sort of acclimatization has evidently taken
place independently several times over in the molluscan history, for
members of many distinct manne groups and families of molluscs
are found in the shape of estuarine, fluviatile, and lacustrine snails.
From air-breathing water-snails to true land-snails, again, the step
is a very slight one; and here we have still preserved for us an
immense number of intermediate types, such as the common but very
beautiful English amber snails, which inhabit marshy places, though
they seldom or never actually live in the water itself. From these
half-terrestrial forms we advance slowly through the so-called glass-
suails and cellar-suails, which love damp and dark places, till we
come to the true land-snails, many of which can endure an amount
of dryness and aridity that are quite surprising. Even in the
African deserts a few specially adapted snails manage to sustain life
duting the hot dry scason by retiring into the recesses of their shells,
and closing up the mouth with a lid of mucus. Indeed, there is no
part of the animal kingdom where the evolutionary line remains more
wnbroken for us throughout to the present day than in this large and
widely vaned group of terrestrial molluscs.  From the marine whelks
and cones up to the naked and shell-less terrestrial slugs, there is
linrdly asingle link wanting in the continuous developmental history
ol the ubiquitous molluscan race. If one were to arrange all the
retnntkable cxisting intermediate forms in a single row, one after
another, they would almost recapitulate in their own series, without a
alngle Ireak, the original evolution of the air-breathing slugs and
whnil lrenn a remote marine and water-breathing ancestor.

GRANT ALLEN.
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these imaginary relations “ dream-geometry,” we should be somewhat
nearer the truth, for it is only in dreams that men can fancy things
are and are not, at one and the same time.

‘The particular axiom of Euclid’s geometry by which believers in
the imaginary find entrance into their dream region is the twelfth,
which really implies that if two straight lines are found to be
diverging when we examine them at any point along the length of
each, they diverge in that direction let them be extended as far as we
please. ‘The axiom, indeed, really seems to relate to convergence, for
it states in effect that if two lines are found by the application of a
particular test to be converging in one direction they will continue to
converge till they meet. But as an earlier axiom has already stated
that two straight lines cannot enclose a space, it is clear the recognition
of a point of intersection in one direction compels us to believe
that there is no point of intersection in the other. In both axioms
the Wlea underlying what is held to be obvious in the axiom is that of
direction, It has often been suggested that each axiom, is open to
improvement. ‘The earlier might be replaced by the axiom that if two
straight lines coincide in two peints they coincide throughout their
length, only it might be ohjected that there is a sort of “ bull” here,
for there is in this case but one straight line.  Yet in reality s
is the axiom which Fuclid assumes throughout his geometrical
reasoning, many of his propositions being open to exception if it be
admitted that two points are insufticient to determine the position
of a line. Indeed his first two postulates practically involve this
axiom. Lot it be granted, he says, that a straight line can be drawn
from any onc point to any other point, and that a straight line so
drawn can he produced to any distance in the same straight line.
Here manifestly both Kuclid's own axiom that two straight lines
cannot enclose a space, and the more general axiom above suggested,
arc assumed as self-evident and necessary truths with regard to the
straight line.

As for the unfortunate twelfth axiom, it is quite true that it is a
proposition requiring proof, not really an axiom. But, in like manner,
the definition of parallel lines involves a theorem, namely, that there
can be such lines as being produced indefinitely both ways will
never meet. Here, however, it cannot be doubted that our funda-
mental conception of the straight line enables us to accept the idea
of parallel lines as axiomatic, and also 7475, which is the essence
of the whole matter: If two straight lines are paralle], and we
draw through a point in one of them any straight line whatever
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spens of The JossiniicT thar s *wp PDINE can cver meet? seeing
tha £ Thets mes thet mos. ione heior: The Time of meetmg, have been
revelimg I suct 1 wer o= 10 e amwoachmp each other.  Can any.
mm connervs, Liv. EE we sver conoevee gur mimd om of Bedlam
concevmg, tht movraact ans fno mestmr of Two podnts as resualting
from Ther corcmoe’ dvestpsnne. rmasd thranrhom by thear momen-
TETT POSEIOMS. KT Them le wnev: Thet mav ?

Ir r mrr le answesl Tho che new peomery would in this
case repnsl Tn Two TOODE »s SvesTmE niomr cermam tacks pOsSsessing
the Jueicr f stmeensss v nnr-Fachdsre saace bm really re-
€MIeTME e SAct Soha o SOTWSEME SO O8I0 Misrsect somewhere
or ocher.  Bx Thes 3 1> adnce e aden o & scmicht line and to give
T the 15e3 of & SSLACIC ime It ome nc the sxme moment. We
Gefine 3 srewic Ime oF i whick e seenic berween its extreme
poincs 1 ol 3 the somch: ime oxr e zradocal 1 any distance in
the mme smzicht Ime th: aceme: pomes miv be any whatever.
Caz toe £z the semor Tme poere 2w ides of 2 staaph: bne as lying
eve"r bemween s axmemne noimos. snd 2i80 25 Te-entering into or
Inierseccor Tsew ?

W £ o the sz she—3Tr x5 wel 25 mere inconoeivability)
Io the 352 of 3 fooorh Eoeenoe = soace. Itis adle to talk of
crezzumes baving oy it ool whi sack mooncsvable areatures
would 1hink of breadh 1 33 12 X o crezzTmes having only length
anad breziit znd wha soct maTmepnrhie crestores would think of our
comfortably rpie Gimensiors of e, treadth, and thickness. No
one can Imagine such creaes as ATty exitent bangs.  No one
can imagine a2 ~ body ™ havmg fewer ¢imensions than three.  But if
ome for 2 moment ¢ yald imagsine such heings. one might very readily
admit that their ideas about geometry would be as iniinitely thin and
shallow as they tiemselves were infinitely flat and tenuous. Bat
tumin~ o the three dimensions which we recognise, and cannot but
reognise, in every definite portiem of space, whether occupied by
material body or not, it is as impossible to conceive of a fourth or
higher dimension as it is to conceive of a body having but one
o1 two dimensions. Take any straight line whatever in which or
parallel to which to measure iength, and intersecting it take any straight
line suare to it along which to measure breadth ; then you have a
jAanc in which or parallel to which you measure length and breadth.
Conecive this plane extended indefinitely, preserving its perfect plane-
ness.  Now is it possible to conceive of a point anywhere whalerer
which shall not be either in this plane or on one side or the other of
it? ‘I'he distance of any point from the plane, which may be any
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also, and mayhap even thickness, and, added to that, density also?
The difficulty is only in the first step. If once we admit the idea of
time going on in more directions than one, extending sideways as
well as forwards, we have at once the conception of time of two
dimensions, we may coinpare squared time to surfaces, we can picture
time when extended indefinitely in what we suppose to be the same
direction reentering into itself and so find relief from the oppressive
vastness of endless time. All this, I grant, is nonsense, sheer utter
time-wasting absurdity. It all the better symbolises the nonsense
which mathematicians of masculine mind reject, the non-Euclidean
geometry, quadri-dimensional space, and like absurdities, by which
a false idea of profundity is suggested, but which are in reality vain,
idle, time-wasting dreams.
RICHARD A. PROCTOR.
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able to the Biellese, and was sent to the castle of Masserano ; those
of Zumaglia, Biella, and Andorno being forbidden. But his restless
spirit was never at peace. He was for ever hatching plots and con-
cocting wars ; and when he died “ Bishop of Bethlehem,” the world
was the gainer by the loss of one whose title was the most scathing
satire on his life.

Biella, tired of all the wars waged against her, now by this bishop
and now by that count—wearied with the miseries brought on her by
being made the shuttlecock between the two parties which fought
over Italy as wolves might fight over the fair body of a woman—
finding no faith in the Church, for which she had gladly suffered so
much and often, and no security in the most solemn oaths of priest
or pope, put herself at last into the hands of the Green Count,
Amedeo VI of Savoy (1379), swearing a thirty years’ oath of fidelity
and obedience, and a yearly tribute of two hundred golden florins,
on condition of his protection and exemption from further tax or
impost. In this treaty the commune was to be free to manage its own
concerns without let or hindrance from the suzerain, always excepting
the military services it was bound to render to, and the punishment
of such criminals as had offended against, Savoy. These were the
property of Savoy, and could be dealt with only by her own powers.
The commune might choose its own podestd or mayor, but only
from among the subjects of Savoy ; and such podestd must swear to
obey the statutes of the sovereign. All the towns and communes
round about, hitherto the vassals of the Church of Vercelli, were to
be subject to the Biellese civil government, concurring in its
expenses and obligations, and conjointly submitting to the House of
Savoy. Also the treaty stipulated that no Biellese debtor should be
put in prison at the instance of a member of any other commune;
that no compact nor agreement should hurt the reserved rights of the
Church nor those of the commune and people. All this was sworn
to by Biella, speaking through her headmen ; and the little places
swore to the same, like their mistress, late the recalcitrant fief of
Vercelli, and now tyrant on her own account over her weaker neigh-
bours.

Giovanni Galeazzo, however, held some lands in and about Biella,
whence he fanned the flames of discord between the Biellese, who
had found their account in this submission to the Green Count
of Savoy, and some of the smaller places, which, on the contrary,
found the conditions more onerous than profitable. Hence here in
this narrow corner of the earth were perpetual murders, raids, reprisals,
devastations, offences, and vendettas unending, till at last Amedia







































A Pilgrimage to Merton Abbey. 73

liberated therefrom by a City alderman. Threatened again with
arrest by a coachman, the unhappy woman escaped to Calais.
Here the English interpreter gave the refugee a small and wretchedly
furnished house.” She died at Calais, having been glad to accept
the scraps of meat which were put aside for the dogs, and when she
died her remains were placed in a deal box without an inscription,
her pall being a black silk petticoat lent by a poor woman for the
occasion. As no clergyman could be found in Calais, an Irish half-
pay officer read the burial service over her ; and as the cemetery in
which she was buried shortly after was turned into a timber yard, the
ultimate fate of her bones is not known, and will not be known till
the judgment day. Meantime, Lord Nelson’s Lrother, a clergyman,
and the successor to his title, declined to repay even the paltry
expenses incurred by those who had befriended the lady who had
helped Nelson to win his laurels. Alas for Christian charity !

E. WALFORD.
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To this the Freigraf made answer :—

I permit right, and I forbid wrong,
Under the pains that to the old known laws belong.!

The Freifrone having duly measured out the central square, the
court was declared to be constituted, in these concluding rhymes,
spoken by the presiding judge :—

On this day, with common consent,
And under the clear firmament,
A free field court is established here,
In the open cyc of day :
Enter soberly, ye who may.

The seat is in the measured square,

The mcte-wand, too, is right and fair ;
Declare your judgment without dclay :

And let the doom be truly given,

Whilst yet the Sun shines bright in heaven.?

The Freigraf now took his place on the judgment seat. Before
him lay a sword, of which the hilt “represented the cross on which
Christ suffered,” while the blade indicated ¢ the supreme jurisdiction
of the tribunal,” and a halter, “which typified the punishment re-
served for the wicked, whereby God’s anger may be appeased.”
The assembled Freischoeffen were required to stand bare-headed,
unmasked, and ungloved. They were forbidden to appear armed,
in token that the duty which they were performing was one of justice
and peace. None that were not sober were allowed to be present,
“for drunkenness causes much evil;” and some statutes enjoined
that, in recognition of their high office, the brethren of the Fehme
should attend fasting, with the same solemnity as they approached
the sacrament.  As soon as the judge had announced that the court
was open, a solemn silence prevailed, and the “peace of the court”
was proclaimed three separate times. Not only unseemly quarrels

1 Eck erloeve Recht unde vorbede Unrecht,
By peen der olden erkandten Recht.

All dewile an dussem dage,

Mit yuwer allem behage,

Under den hellen Himel Klar,

Lin fry feldtgericht openbar

Geheget bym lichten sunnenschin

Met nochterm Mund komen herin,

De Stoel ock isz gesettet Recht

Dat math befunden upgerecht

So sprecket Recht ane with und Wonne

Up klage unde antwort, wicl schient de sunne.
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to find mention of them as contemporary institutions. The dread
courts had sunk beneath notice. For the antiquary, however, it is
possible to trace them through the dust of Westphalian archives, from
generation to generation, even to our own times. Less than fifty
years ago there were, and there may possibly still be, peasants at
Gehmen, in Westphalia, claiming to be true Freischoeffen. They
had taken the solemn oath of secrecy; and though they acknow-
ledged the correctness of the signs and of the words, which the old
formularies have preserved, they could not be prevailed upon to
reveal their secret meaning. The official act by which all that
remained of the Fehmgerichte was abolished was passed in 1811,
when Westphalia was in the hands of the French. By a singular
coincidence the courts of which the institution was ascribed to
Charlemagne were abolished by Napoleon.
LOUIS BARBE.
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¢ yillanous saltpetre,” &c., are derived from the soil—there must be
some great natural laboratory process at work to keep up the supply.
This evaporation of water from the surface of the soil is so universal
and ever-working an agent, that it appears to supply the best answer
to this great chemical riddle.

BisULPHIDE OF CARBON AND INSANITY.

HE newspapers state, on the authority of Californian physicians,

that the vapour of the bisulphide of carbon used in Los

Angelos county to prevent the spread of phylloxera has, when

inhaled, a serious cffect on the¢ human brain; that several strong

and healthy men that have been exposed to its fumes have become
insanc.

I suspect that there must be some mistake here. If the vapour
of this very volatile liquid could do such mischief to men using it
chiefly in the open air, its effects on those who breathe it daily in
confined workshops would be dreadful.

That it is thus breathed the following will show. When lecturing
on heat to a class of artisans in the Birmingham and Midland
Institute I showed the experiment of freezing water by the evapora-
tion of a volatile liquid, and chose bisulphide of carbon for the
purpose.  One of my pupils, employed at Elkington’s, told me that
in one of the shops where they were using this compound (as a
solvent if I remember rightly) its cvaporation made the hands of the
men and the air of the shop so cold that the workmen were in the
habit of holding their hands out of window to warm them.

As it is so largely used in dissolving indiarubber, &c., in factories
where men are daily exposed to its confined vapour, a legion of
maniacs would have been let loosc upon us ere this if the Californian
physicians have rightly defined the cause of the insanity prevailing
around them.

What do these strong Californians drink when the phylloxera
deprives them of the wine to which they have been accustomed?
Do they find a substitute in potato spirit, a villanous mixture of
alcohol and fusel oil, commonly sold as brandy? If so, no vapour
of bisulphide of carbon is nceded to explain their insanity.

THE HeaTING OF SoILs BY RAIN.

I" VERYBODY knows that a soil which is continually moist is
what is called a “cold soil,” but the reason of this is very
little understood. When our skin is wetted we feel cold because the
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their great predecessors. Speaking of Kean in his best days, Keats,
surely one of the hest conceivable judges of how poetry should be
delivered, says : *“ A melodious passage in poetry is full of pleasure,
both sensual and spiritual. The spiritual is felt when the very letters
and points of charactered language show like the hieroglyphics of
beauty ; the mysterious signs of our immortal freemasonry! A thing
to dream of, not to tell!’ -The sensual life of verse springs warm
from the lips of Kean, and to one learned in Shakespearean hiero-
glyphics—learned in the spiritual portion of those lines to which
Kean adds a sensual grandeur—his tongue must seem to have
robbed the Hybla bees and left them honeyless!” I know no actor
of modern days of whom the same can be said. In psychology our
actors may stand on a level with those of previous generations; I
doubt, however, whether poetical delivery is not, so far as our stage
is concerned, a thing of the past.
: SYLVANUS URBAN.
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Tostivoc lewvr. o, Evmen. Hymenze, Io; o, Hymen, Hymenze!
What's that* A vedding song 2f ¢Catuilus—absit omen. I must be
N owve vinoler noed” He mr 1o ‘rom the piano. and paced
My amd Cevermshiv e and lown the room.

= Lad e e vz .t toaniy [oweren't bound down so by
sus mrretacie Tade o arsen’ A curate on eighty pounds a year,
iné 1 %ew tuplis The zrassumpracusness of the man in venturing
w0 Ziunk of &dlding o love 1s e were actually one of the beneficed
clergr Wiar ire Jeacsns coming te. [ wonder! ARd yet, hath
act 1 fescon aves? Hath act @ deacon hands, organs, dimensions,
senses. rfectoens, Tassions? D vou orick us. do we not bleed? If
vou Zekle as. e owe zcr gt 32 Aad if vou show us a Little Miss
Butzerds. Tesuurai m Die dngurends, o we not ail in love with her
2z least as uzadectadlv 1s O we were canons residentiary or rural
deans? Faney Umle Miss butterdy 1 rural deaness ! The notion's
teo Sdicious. Fly away, Lxle Miss Butterdy @ fiv away, sweet litde
fodesore, acghsome traatura [ woe™ ov o tle vou down to a man
sl ccat weni 1 very distane hvpothetical reversionary

sy country zassonage.  Flit elsewhere, little
Miss Butzerdw, iz eisewhers and £ad yoursell a gayer, gaudier-
coicered maza '

Ha sat down 3;ain and scuxmed 2 few more bars of his half-
cied. hafextempernised meiody. Then ke leant back on the
music-stool, and salid fentiv i Rimsell coce more: -t Sull, if it were
peuzitle, how Zarpy Ishould ovv o2 make her! Eright little Miss
t 1 celd cloud rass chillily over your
w2 for vew. and work for vou, and wnite
songs for your sake. all £l of you. vou, you, and so all full of life
and grace and thriliing music.  What's my life good for, to me or to
the world ? ‘A clerzyman’s life is such a useful one,’” that amiable
old conventionality gurgled out this moming: what's the good of
mine, as it stands now. to its owner or to anybody else, I should like
to know, except the dear old Progzenitor> A mere bit of cracked
blue china, a fanciful air from a comic opera, masquerading in black
and white as a piece of sacred music : What good am I to any one
on earth but the Progenitor (God bless him @), and when he’s gone,
dear old fellow, what on earth shall I have left to live for? A selfish
blank, that's all. But with Aer, ah, hew different! With her to live
for and to cherish, with an object to set before oneself as worth one’s
consideration, what mightn't I do at last?> Make her happy—after
all, that’s the great thing. Make her fond of my music, that music
that floats and evades me now, but would harden into scores as if by
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of Socicty. But if Ernest can only be induced to take this tutorship
at the Exmoors’, he’ll have an opportunity of meeting daily witha
really nice girl, like Hilda; and though of course it isn’t likely that
Hilda would take a fancy to her brother’s tutor—the Exmoors are
such rery conservative people in matters of rank and wealth and family
and so forth—quite un-Christianly so, I consider—yet it can't fail to
improve Ernest's tone a great deal, and raise his standard of female
society generally.  It's really a very distressing thought to e,
Ronald, that all my boys, except dear Herbert, should show such 2
marked preference for low and vulgar companionship. It seems to
me, you both positively prefer as far as possible the society of your
natural inferiors. There’s Ernest must go and take up with the
friendship of that snuffy old German Socialist glass-cutter ; while
you are always running after your Plymouth Brethren and your
Bible Christians, and your other ignorant fanatical people, instead of
going with me respectably to St Alphege’s to hear the dear Arch-
deacon! It's very discouraging to a mother, really, very dis-
couraging.”

(70 be continued.)
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that a man who has cut his throat can no longer speak, as if it was
needful, in order to die, to cut the carotid completely, as if it were
not enough to wound an artery. The other, still less convincing,
touches the ridiculous ; it is tradition, to which, with all due respect,
I cannot submit myself.”

Thus Signor Salvini. That an actor so mentally and physically
gifted should now be bidding farewell for ever to the stage is a
circumstance that cannot be too much deplored, and our regret is
but increased by reading his papers and learning what careful thought
and study has been bestowed on his splendid impersonations.

HELEN ZIMMERN.
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Those exquisite lines of Virgil—
Et jam prima novo spargebat lumine terras
Tithosii croceum linquens Aurora cubile—
are metamorphosed into the following doggerel, the goddess being
herself transformed into a country wench for the nonce :—
Aurora now who, I must tell ye,
‘Was grip’d with Dolors in her Belly,
Starts from her couch, and o’er her Head
Slipping a Petticoat of Red,
Forth of her morning-doors she goes,
In hasty wise to pluck a Rose.
We are unwilling, however, to hang and quarter Virgil after such
a fashion, while those who are enamoured of this style of poetry can
find its type, and that much better executed, in *“ Hudibras.”
Another production which is equally humorous, and, we must
needs add, equally disreputable for uncleanness of thought and
diction, is entitled “ Burlesque upon Burlesque ; or, The Scoffer
Scoft ; being some of Lucian’s dialogues newly put into English
Fustian. For the consideration of those who had rather laugh and
be merry than be merry and wise. London, 1675.” It may be
charitably hoped that a copy of this book never came into Walton’s
hands, The treatise is an excellent example of work which in his
later years shames a man and covers him with confusion at the
thought of the time which has been so greatly misspent upon it, and
the mischief which he has done by thus hurling firebrands about him
in print. There is an undercurrent of profanity throughout this
burlesque which not seldom comes to the surface, even if we absolve
its coarseness by the plea that it is only a true reflection of the
manners of the day. As a sample of the piece the following amusing
scene may be selected, where Jove sends Mercury to command the
Sun to stop three whole days in his course. Having delivered the
order, Mercury adds to the dismayed Sun-god : —
Wherefore I think it thy best course is
To let the Hours unteam thy horses,
" Get a good night-cap on thy head,
Put out thy torch and go to bed,
The Sun replies indignantly :—
’Tis an extravagant Command
And that I do not understand,
What I have done I fain would know,
That Jupiter should use me so?
‘What fault committed in my place
To put upon me this disgrace ?
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ode, and gives a pleasing idea of its composer when he had at
h attained the philosophic mind. The following is no badly.
.ed portrait of the happy man :—

Who from the busy world retires,
To be more useful to it still,

And to no greater good aspires
But only the eschewing ill ;

Who with his angle and his books,
Can think the longest day well spent,
And praises God, when back he looks,
And finds that all was innocent.

This man is happier far than he
Whom public business oft betrays,
Through labyrinths of policy,
To crooked and forbidden ways.

charming, too, is the couplet—
It is content alone that makes
Our pilgrimage a pleasure here :
And who buys sorrow cheapest, takes
An ill commodity too dear.

point of the whole exhortation to contentment is contained in
retty lines—

He comes soonest to his rest
Whose journey has been most sccure,

: is time, however, to turn to Cotton’s prosec works. These
the versatility of his genius even better than the poems. In
‘Life of the Duke d’Espernon from 1598 to 1642” we have
ry written with gravity and judgment. “The Fair One of
8" is a translation from a French novel. “The Planter's
aal, being Instructions for Cultivating all Sorts of Fruit Trees,”
its own story. “The Memoirs of the Sieur de Pontis” is a
aphy of a soldier who served in the French army for sixty-six
, under Henry IV., Louis XIII.,, and Louis XIV. Cotton
1ed a softer topic in his “Five Love Letters from a Nun to a-
lier, done out of French into English. Printed for Henry
1e, at The Gun, at the West End of St. Paul’s; 1678.” The
tunate nun takes much blame to herself in these letters, and
s boundless love to one who had certainly never deserved it.
cannot casily bring ourselves to suspect the faith of those we
? she says. And again: “The delights of my love, I must
s, have been strangely surprising, but followed with wmiseties
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scarcely see, and Le was only conscious of hurrying along through a
crowd of living ghosts.

Suddenly he stopped, tottering.

“ What is the matter? ” cried the Abbé, supporting him. * You
are ill again, I fear ; let me call a carriage.”

And, suiting the action to the word, he beckoned up a carriage
which was just then passing. By this time Bradley had recovered
from his momentary faintness.

““ Where are you taking me ?” he demanded.

“ Get in, and I will tell you!” returned the other; and when
Bradley had seated himself, he leant over to the driver and said
something in a low voice.

Bradley repeated his question, while the vehicle moved slowly
away.

“I am going to make inquiries,” was the reply ; “and as an
assurance of my sympathy and good faith, I have obtained permission
for you to accompany me. But let me now conjure you to summon
all your strength to bear the inevitable ; and let it be your comfort
if, as I believe and fear, something terrible has happened, to know
that there is much in this world sadder far than death.”

¢TI ask you once more,” said Bradley in a broken voice, ¢ where
are you taking me ?”

“ To those who can set your mind at rest, once and for ever.”

“ Who are they?”

“ The Farnesiani sisters,” returned the Abbé.

Bradley sank back on his seat stupefied, with a sickening sense

of horror. .
. The mental strain and agony were growing almost too much for
him to bear. Into that brief day he had concentrated the torture of
a lifetime ; and never before had he known with what utterness of
despairing passion he loved the woman whom he indeed held to be,
in the sight of God, his wife. With frenzied self-reproach he blamed
himself for all that had taken place. Had he never consented to an
ignoble deception, never gone through the mockery of a marriage
ceremony with Alma, they might still have been at peace together ;
legally separated for the time being, but spiritually joined for ever ;
pure and sacred for each other,and for all the world. But 7o7e—
now it seemed that he had lost her, body and soul ! h

The carriage presently halted, and Bradley saw at a glance that
they were at the corner of the cw/ de sac leading to the convent.
They alighted, and the Abbé paid the driver. A couple of minutes
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blight. Here and there there was a rude wooden cross stuck into
the earth, and indicating what looked to the eye like a neglected
grave.

The Sister led the way through the long undergrowth, till she
reached the side of a mound on which the grass had scarcely grown
at all, and on which was set one of those coarse crosses.

“ You ask me what has become of the poor penitent you seek.
She died in the holy faith, and her mortal body is buried /ere.”

With a wild shriek Bradlcy fell on his knees, and tearing the cross
from the carth read the inscription rudely carved upon it :—

' “ SISTER ALMA.
Obiit 18—

That was all. Bradley gazed at the cross in utter agony and
desolation ; then shrieking again aloud, fell forward on his face. The
faint light from the far-off blue crept down upon him, and upon the
two black figures, who gazed in wonder upon him ; and thus for a
long time he lost the sense of life and time, and lay as if dead.

CHAPTER XXX.

IN PARIS.

Lay a garland on my hearse,
Of the dismal yew ;

Maidens, willow gardens bear;
Say I didd true.

My love was false, but I was firm
From my hour of birth ;
Upon my buried body lie
Lightly, gentle earth.
The Maid’s Tragedy.

Prorissor MAPLELEAFE speedily saw that to oppose his sister
would be inopportune—might perhaps even cause her decline and
death. He determined therefore to humour her, and to delay for a
shert time their proposed return to America.

“ Look here, Eustasia,” he said to her one day, “ I find I've got
something to do in Paris; you shall come with me. Perhaps the
change there may bring you back to your old self again. Anyhow
we'll try it ; for if this goes on much longer you’ll die !”

“ No, Salem, I shan’tdie till I've seen Zim again ! ” she answered,
with a faint forced smile.

They set about making their preparations at once, and were sQ0n
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told you so much. Is that poor lady dead indeed—I mean the lady
you used to love?”

The question went into his heart like a knife, and with livid face
he rose to his feet.

“Do not speak of her!” he cried. “I cannot bear it—it is
blasphemy ! Miserable woman, do you think that ycu will ever be
forgiven for tampering, as you have done, with the terrible truth of
death? I came to you in the last despairing hope that among all
the phantoms you have conjured up before me there might be some
reality ; for I was blind and mad, and scarcely knew what I did. If
it is any satisfaction to you, know that you have turned the world
into a tomb for me, and destroyed my last faint ray of faith in a
living God. In my misery, I clung to the thought of your spirit-
world ; and I came to you for some fresh assurance that such a world
might be. All that is over now. Itisa cheat and a fraud like all
the rest.” .

With these words he left her, passing quickly from the room.
Directly afterwards she heard the street door close behind him.
Tottering to'the window, she looked down in the street, and saw him
stalk rapidly by, his white face set hard as granite, his eyes looking
steadily before him, fixed on vacancy. As he disappeared, she
uttered a low cry of pain, and placed her hand upon her heart.

(70 be concluded.)















ol L S P ihats
w1 TI. L. 1o Iz T m: IITImML 0K xrrmb.he

ST L. TUTALIL e T WA LTI W o znm'mg

. oEiTer moammetin o T zmoag

Si. TiTel Zoes TTn =T u e ommesel of

I & oxme mevoemsaee of
== rouame 520 of
ILTE Tz Im o areioly oot
ATy snecmmeps oueced
Imnmom sveemnpe Joe the
Iz oomuoreDl wok ot
TIo T oS nunoem:. I oaly
des T MEstr TN
LARIrIIT I Zem N,
T nT DT oo fTmemina,

: UELLDTT TSN of 1

Sttt LT Do DouDtior Loaod e ©owll e Jnoe: e

..".::D“nnd

ey :ID.:I.‘. a

Times tmass of

vl TS Tnm the sanlght
LI ITDIasTieT2. 110se oa thelr

HEFEFAA ML Zrnose that the glowing

==2 Dekember have all

cee vy {-.-o_.'.
e LA

zirn 'l.-.-: syecific gravity of the
. s 2bove four and a half times that of
vinter : ar .d the plﬂ. cies that I collected with the snow would sink
thueph anr Jower and denser atmosphere rather freely, while in the
upper s paser regions they would perform a modification of the
we Il kneown guinea and feather experiment, where both fall together
with equad tapidity in the imperfect vacuum obtained by a common
















N
o
!

TABLE TALK.

“ THE GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE LIBRARY.”

T is but natural I should mention the appearance of a work to
be called Zhe Gentleman's Magazine Library,! the first volume
of which has now been issued. The volume in question consists of
articles on Manners and Customs, selected by Mr. G. L. Gomme
from the Gentleman's Magazine. 1t is to be succeeded by thirteen
other volumes treating of Popular Superstitions, Archaology, Nu-
mismatics, Topography, Natural History, and similar subjects. About
“the scheme itself, which is not the first of its kind that has been
attempted, I have nothing to say. Walker’s well-known Selection
from the Gentlemar's Magazine, published in 1809 in three volumes,
not in four, as announced in Mr. Stock’s prospectus—it was
subsequently extended to four—was received with favour, and went
through three editions in five years. The present work, which con-
tains, among other things, some of the best essays of John Nichols,
is, moreover, in the main carefully and competently edited. Against
the general title given, “Sylvanus Urban Redivivus,” which heads the
prospectus, I have a right to protest. To be redivivus one must, I
have always understood, be defunct. This Sylvanus Urban is not,
and has not been. However unworthy a successor of the first
wearer of that illustrious appellation may be its present owner, he is
still alive, and the name will scarcely perish with him. ZLe roi est
mort, vive Je roi, is a case in point,

DraMAaTIC E4RNINGS.

F dramatic talent is not brought to light by the conditions now
prevailing in England, the conclusion may be accepted that it

is non-existent. The prizes now awaiting the man who can write a
successful play are to the outside world incredible. According to
recently published statistics, Byron made by his pen 23,000/,
Trollope 70,000/, and Lord Lytton 80,000/, In modern days a
couple of successful dramas might be expected to bring in an amount

! Elliot Stock.
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Wynne’s ¢ Private Libraries of America,” it did not extend beyond five
thousand volumes. Three-fourths of the collection then consisted of
works which in an English bookseller’s catalogue would figure under
the head of *“ Americana.” The rarest of these, being one of two known
copies, is Abraham Pierson’s “ Some Helps for the Indians in the
New Haven Colony.” Molina’s * Vocabulario en Lengua Mexicana,”
published in Mexico in 1571 ; the first edition of Colden’s “ History
of the Five Nations,” New York, 1727, said by some authorities to
be ““the rarcst of all American books;” the * Historie of Virginia,”
1624, of John Smith, whose “ Adventures and Discourses ” have
just been reprinted in London in facsémile ; and “ Mason’s History
of the Pequot War,” are a few of the most important items of this
portion of the catalogue. Among works of wider interest are more
than twenty editions of Ptolemy’s ¢ Cosmographia,” printed in the
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, the ¢ Jesuit Relations,” in forty-two
volumes, spoken of as the largest collection of these records ever
offered for sale, and' the collections of Hakluyt, Ramusio, De
Bry, Purchas, Thévenot, and others. Objects of special interest

in the library are the original autograph letters of the signers of the
Declaration of Independence.

THE FuturRE oF HoDGE.

HAT the gradual depletion of the country caused by the aug-
menting requirements of the great centres of labour is an evil
must, I suppose, be conceded. Much very genuine eloquence has
been lately heard concerning the depopulation of rural districts, and
the silence and desolation of the fairest scenes in our country.
How far statistics bear out these jercmiads I am unable to say.
That London itself attracts an annually increasing number of farm
labourers and other country folk is plainly enough to be seen. Whether
this is a disadvantage to Hodge is less easily ascertained. One
necessary result of the thinning of the rustic population must be an
increase of wages for those who stay behind. With those who are
swallowed up in our cities, moreover, the change of state does not
necessarily involve loss. Our police force, for instance, is largely
recruited from country districts. As a thinking, acting, and re-
sponsible being, the average policeman, in spite of his weakness for an
eleemosynary drink, stands immeasurably above the ploughman. I
have no great respect for the profession of soldier, which also swal-
lows a large number of cruntry labourers; nevertheless I cannot
fopget that the poor fellows vho went to that most heroic of all te-
corded deaths in the “ Birkenhead ” were just the country \owts who
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may be seen sprawling in blank ard 2id2o0us idleness on any summer
evening in a country viilage. Somethinz of the notion of comic opera
stil clir.zs to and colouars our roticns of the peasant. In daysin which
brigandage is conducted on strictly commercial principles it is time
that we dismissed the notion of rustic simplicity. The fact is that
a more aimless. unintelligent, and in some cases morose and re-
pellent beinz than Hodge amidst his bucolic surroundings doss not
exist. An advance in civilisation is necessarily developed from
association with masses of his tellows. Very far from an ideal type of
manliness is an average bricklayer. Compared with the average farm
labourer, however, he is entitled to respect and admiration.

PropOIED ADDITION> 10 WESIMINSTER ABEEY.

HE roll of heroes, statesmen, poets. scholars, and —aristocrats

buried in Westminster Abbey is now, it appears, complete ; and
the resting-place of a dozen kings between Edward the Confessor and
the second George, of poets from Chaucer to Campbell, of Betterton
and Garrick, of Buckingham the licentious and Busby the inflexible, of
La belle Stuart and SirIsaac Newton, of Dr. Johnson and Thomas Kil-
ligrew, will receive few more inmates. Until some addition to the space
at disposal is made, our p2ets must content themselves with sharing
the exclusion of Byron, and our artists may say with Sir Godfrey Kneller
in his dying moments: * By G—, I wi.l not be buried in Westminster !
They do bury fools there.” To break tie roil of the illustrious dead—
for such, in spite of the narrowness of ecclesiasticism and the pliability
of sycophancy, the inmates of the Abbey may claim to be—would be
a subject for regret. It is pleasant to hear, accordingly, that projects
are afoot for the extension of the space at the disposal of the
authorities.  Of the two schemes row before the public the plan
advocated by Mr. Shaw Lefevre scems the better. To the plan of
the late Sir Gilbert Scott to build a monumental chapel to the north-
cast of the Abbey, along the linc of the houses in Abingdon Street
and OId Palace Yard, Mr. Lefcvre opposes a chapel to be erected
on the site of the houses on the cast side of the Little Cloister,
to be united to the Abbey by means of a covered passage under
the buttresses of the Chapter House. Apart from the question of
cconomy, which, though important, is not all-important in the case of
a work which is national in character, this scheme would open out
onc of the most beautiful portions of the old building, and would
add appreciably to the attractions of the Abbey.

SYLVANUS URPAN,
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PHILISTIA.

By CeciL PoweR.

CHAPTER VI.
DOWN THE RIVER,

s ERKELEY couldn’t come to-day, Le Breton : it's Thursday,

of course ; I forgot about it altogether,” Oswald said, on the
barge at Salter’s. “ You know he pays a mysterious flying visit to
town every Thursday afternoon—to see an imprisoned lady-love,
I always tell him.”

“It’s very late in the season for taking ladies on the water, Miss
Oswald,” said Ernest, putting his oar into the rowlock, and secretly
congratulating himself on the deliverance : * but better go now than
not see Iffley church and Nuneham woods at all. You ought to have
come up in summer term, and let us have the pleasure of showing
you over the place when it was in its first full leafy glory. May’s
decidedly the time to see Oxford to the greatest advantage.”

“So Harry tells me, and he wanted me to come up then, but it
wasn't convenient for them at home to spare me just at that moment,
s0 I was obliged to put it off till late in the autumn. I have to help
my mothera good deal in the house, you know, and I can’t always go
dancing about the world whenever I should like to. Which string
must I pull, Harry, to make her turn into the middle of the river?
She always seems to twist round the exact way I don’t want her
to.”

“ Right, right, hard right,” cried Harry from the bow—they were
in a tub pair bound down the river for Iffley. * Keep to the Oxford-
shire shore as far as the willows : then cross over to the Berkshire.
Le Breton Il tell you when and where to change sides ; he knows the
river as well as I do.”

YOL. cCLVI, NO, 1839, . ' Q
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his look that she had somehow vexed him. “What are you thinking
of?”

“ Thinking that all Oxford men are horrid cynics,” sand Harry,
boldly shaming the devil.

“ Why are they ?” Edie asked. .

“T suppose because it's an inexpensive substitute for wit or
intellect,” Harry answered. “ Indeed, I’'m a bit of a cynic myself, I
believe, for the same reason and on strictly economical principles
It saves one the trouble of having any intelligible or original opmxon
of one’s own upon any subject.”

Below Iffley Lock they landed for half an hour, in order to give
Edie time for a pencil sketch of the famous old Norman church-
tower, with its quaint variations on the dog-tooth ornament, and its
ancient cross and mouldering yew-tree behind. Harry sat below in the
boat propped on the cushions, reading the last number of the Nine-
teenth Century : Emest and Edie took their seat upon the bank
above, and had a first chance of an unbroken ##e-a-téte.

¢ How delicious to live in Oxford always!” said Edie, sketching
in the first outline of the great round arches. “I would give anything
to have the opportunity of settling here for life. Some day I shall
make Harry set up house, and bring me up here as his housekeeper :
—I mean,” she added with a blush, thinking of Harry’s warning look
just before, ““as soon as they can spare me from home.” She
purposely avoided saying * when they retire from business,” the first
phrase that sprang naturally to her simple little lips. “Let me -see,
Mr. Le Breton ; you haven’t got any permanent appointment here
yourself, have you?” )

“Oh no,” Ernest answered: “no appointment of any sort at
all, Miss Oswald. I'm loitering up casually on the look-out for a
fellowshlp I've been in for two or three already, but haven’t got
them.”

“ Why didn’t you ? ” asked Edle, with a look of candid surprise.

“I suppose I wasn’t clever enough,” Emest answered sxmply.
¢ Not so clever, I mean, as the men who actually got them.”

¢ Oh, but you must be,” Edie replied confidently ; “and a great
deal cleverer, too, I'm sure. I know you must, because Harry told
me you were one of the very cleverest men in the whole ’Varsity,
And besides, I see you are, myself. And Harry says most of the
men who get fellowships are really great donkeys.”

“ Harry must have been talking in one of those cynical moods he
told us about,” said Ernest, laughing. “ At any rate, the exatoinesy
didn’t feel satisfied with my papers, and T've never got a fellowship
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we shall live, sir, whatever you say, so not another word about it.
And now I want you to listen to the very best thing I've ever
composed, and tell me what you think of it.”

. He sat down to the little hired cottage piano that occupied the
corner of the neat small room, and began to run his deft fingers
lightly over the keys. It was the Butterfly fantasia. The father sat
back in his red easy chair, listening with all his ears, first critically,
then admiringly, at last enthusiastically. As Arthur’s closing notes
died away softly towards the end, the old shoemaker’s delight could
be restrained no longer. * Artie,” he cried, gloating over it, ¢ that’s
music ! That’s real music! You’re quite right, my boy ; that’s far
and away the best thing you've ever written. It's exquisite—so
light, so airy, so unearthlike. But, Artie, there’s more than that in
it. There’s soul in it; and I know what it means. You don’t
deceive your poor old Progenitor in a matter of musical inspiration, I
can tell you. I know where you got that fantasia from as well as if
1'd seen you getting it. You got it out of your own heart, my boy,
out of your own heart. And the thing it says to me as plain as lan-
guage is just this—you'’re inlove | You're in love, Artie, and there’s
no good denying it. If any man ever wrote that fantasia without
being in love at the time—first love—ecstasy—tremor—tiptoe of
expectation—why, then, I tell you, music hasn’t got such a thing as a
tongue or a meaning in it.” .

Arthur looked at him gently and smiled, but said nothing,

“ Will you tell me about her, Artie ?” asked the old man, caress-
ingly, laying his hand upon his son’s arm.

“ Not now, Father ; not just now, please. Some other time,
perbaps, but not now. I hardly know about it myself, yet. It may
be something—it may be nothing : but, at any rate, it was peg enough
to hang a fantasia upon. You've surprised my little secret, Father,
and 1 dare say it’s no real secret at all, but just a passing whiff of
fancy. If it ever comes to anything, you shall know first of all the
world about it. Now take out your violin, there’s a dear old dad,
and give me a tune upon it.”

The father took the precious instrument from its carefully covered
. case with a sort of loving reverence, and began to play a piece of
Arthur's own composition. From the moment the bow touched the
chords it was easy enough to see whence the son got his musical
instincts. Old George Berkeley was a born musician, and he could
make his violin discourse to him with rare power of execution.
There they sat, playing and talking at intervals, till nearly eight,
when Arthur went out hurriedly to catch the last trainm ‘o Oxiow,
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extra-official, and unconnected with the examination in any way, to
the effect that young Le Breton was a person of very dubious reli
gious, political, and social orthodoxy? Or was it merely that fortunate
dispensation of Providence whereby Oxford almost invariably
manages to let her best men slip unobserved through her fingers, and
so insures a decent crop of them to fill up her share of the passing
vacancies in politics, literature, science, and art? Heaven or the
Pembroke examiners alone can answer these abstruse and difficult
questions : but this much at least is certain, that when Ernest Le
Breton went into the Pembroke porter’s lodge on the predestined
Saturday, he found another name than his placairded upon the notice-
board, and turned back, sick at heart and disappointed, to his lonely
‘lodgings. There he spent an unhappy hour or two, hewing down
what remained of his little aerial castle off-hand ; and then he went
out for a solitary row upon the upper river, endeavouring to work off
his disappointment like a man, with a good hard spell of muscular
labour.

Edie had already returned to Calcombe-Pomeroy, so in the even-
ing he went to tell his misfortune to Harry Oswald. Harry was
really sorry to hear it, for Ernest was his best friend in Oxford, and
he had hoped to have him settled close by. “ You'll stop up and
try again for Christ Church in February, won't you, Le Breton?” he
asked.

“ No,” said Ernest, shaking his head a little gloomily; “ I don't
think I will. It’s clear I'm not up to the Oxford standard for a
fellowship, and I couldn’t spend another term in residence without
coming down upon my mother to pay my expenses—a thing she
can'’t easily afford to do. So I suppose I must fall back for the
present upon the Exmoor tutorship. That'll give me time to look
about me, till I can get something else to do; and after all, it isn’t
a bit more immoral than a fellowship, when one comes to look it
fairly in the face. However, I shall go first and ask Herr Max’s
opinion upon the matter.”

“ I'm going to spend a fortnight in town in the Christmas vac,”
said Oswald, “and I should like to go with you to Max’s again, if I
may.”

yEmesl; coloured up a little, for he would have liked to invite
Oswald to his mother’s house ; and yet he felt there were two reasons
why he should not do so ; he must himself be dependent this time
upon his mother’s hospitality, and he didn’t think Lady Le Breton
would be perfectly cordial in her welcome to Harry Oswald.

In the end, however, it was arranged that Harry shoul\d engrge
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the present to the Exmoors’, and leave the question of Ronald’s home
arrangements still unsettled ? '

“1t’s so good of you to think of me in the matter, Ernest,” Ronald
said, pressing his hand gently ; “but I don’t think I ought to go
away from mother before I'm twenty-one. To tell you the truth,
Ernest, I hardly flatter myself she’d be really sorry to get rid of me ;
I'm afraid I'm a dreadful thorn in her side at present ; she doesn't
understand my ways, and perhaps I don’t sympathise enough with
hers : but still, if I were to propose to go, I feel sure she'd be very
much annoyed, and treat it as a serious act of insubordination on my
part. While I'm a minor, at least, I ought to remain with her; the
Apostle tells us to obey our parents, in the Lord ; and as long as she
requires nothing from me that doesn’t involve a dereliction of prin-
ciple, I think I must bear with it, though I acknowledge it’s a cross,
a heavy cross. Thank you so much for thinking of it, dearest
Emest.” And his eyes filled once more with tears as he spoke.

So it was finally arranged that for the present at least Ernest
should accept Lady Exmoor’s offer, and that as soon as Ronald was
twenty-one he should look about for a suitable mastership, in order
for the two brothers to go immediately into rooms together. Lady
Le Breton was surprised at the decision ; but as it was in her favour,
she wisely abstained from gratifying her natural desire to make some
more uncomplimentary references to the snuffy old German socialist.
Sufficient unto the day was the triumph thereof ; and she had no
doubt in her own mind that if once Emest could be induced to live
for a while in really good society, the well-known charms and graces
of that society must finally tame his rugged breast, and wean him
away from his unaccountable devotion to those horrid cortinental
communists.

CHarTER VIIL
IN THE CAMP OF THE PHILISTINES.

DunBUDE CasTLE, Lord Exmoor’s family seat, stands on the last
spurs of the great North Devon uplands, overlooking the steep glen
of a little boulder-incumbered stream, and commanding a distant
view of the Severn Sea and the dim outlines of the blue Welsh hills
beyond it. Behind the house, a castle only by courtesy (on the same
principle as that by which every bishop lives in a palace), rises the
jagged summit of the Cleave, a great weather-worn granite hill,
sculptured on top by wind and rain into those fantastic lichen-covered
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busy almost even to read the daily papers. Anything fresh from -
Ireland ?”

“Haven't seen it either,” Lord Connemara answered, glancing
towards Lady Hilda. ¢ Perhaps somebody else has looked at the
papers?” '

Nobody answered, so Ernest ventured to remark that the Irish
news was rather worse again. Two bailiffs had been murdered near
Castlebar.

“That’s bad,” Lord Exmoor said, turning towards Ernest. “I'm
afraid there’s a deal of distress in the West.”

‘A great deal,” Ernest answered ; “positive starvation, I believe,
in some parts of County Galway.”

** Well, not quite so bad as that,” Lord Exmoor replied, a little
startled. “I don’t think any of the landlords are actually starving
yet, though I've no doubt many of them are put to very great straits
indeed by their inability to get in their rents.”

Ernest couldn’t forbear gently smiling to himself at the misappre-
hension. “ Oh, I didn’t mean the landlords,” he said quickly : “I
meant among the poor people.” As he spoke, he was aware that Lady
Hilda’s eyes were fixed keenly upon him, and that she was immensely
delighted at the temerity and originality displayed in the notion of
his publicly taking Irish tenants into consideration at her father’s
table.

““Ah, the poor people,” Lord Exmoor answered with a slight sigh
of relief, as who should say that #ke7 condition didn’t much matter
to a philosophic mind. “Yes, to be sure ; I've no doubt some of
them are very badly off, poor souls. But then they’re such an idle,
improvident lot. Why don’t they emigrate now, I should like to
know ?”

Ernest reflected silently that the inmates of Dunbude Castle did
not exactly set them a model of patient industry ; and that Lady
Hilda’s numerous allusions during the afternoon to the fact that the
Dunbude estates were “ mortgaged up to the eyelids” (a condition
of affairs to which she always alluded as though it were rather a
subject of pride and congratulation than otherwise) did not speak
very highly for their provident economy either. But even Ernest
Le Breton had a solitary grain of worldly wisdom laid up somewhere
in a corner of his brain, and he didn’t think it advisable to give
them the benefit of his own views upon the subject.

“ There’s a great deal of rubbish talked in England about Irish
affairs, you know, Exmoor,” said Lord Connemara confidently.
* People never understand Ireland, ’m sure, until theyve actually
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the opportunity with well-affected surprise. “ You really astonish
me. He was a Croatian, I believe, or an Illyrian—I forget which—
and he studied at Rome under Giulio Romano. Wonderful draughts-
man in the nude, and fine colourist ; took hints from Raphael and
Michael Angelo.,” So much he had picked up from Menotti and
Cicolari, and, being a distinguished connoisseur, had made a mental
note of the facts at once, for future reproduction upon a fitting
occasion. “Well, this missal was executed for Cardinal Farnese, as
a companion volume to the famous Vita Christi in the Towneley
collection. You know it, of course, Lady Exmoor?”

 Of course,” Lady Exmoor answered faintly, with a devout hope
that Lord Connemara wouldn’t question her any further upon the
subject ; in which case she thought it would probably be the safest
guess to say she had seen it at the British Museum or in the
Hamilton Library.

But Lord Connemara luckily didn’t care to press his advantage.
“The Towneley volume, you see,” he went on fluently—he was
primed to the muzzle with information on that subject—* was given
by the Cardinal to the Pope of that time—Paul the Third, wasn't it,
Mr. Le Breton?—and so got into the possession of old Christopher
Towneley, the antiquary. But this companion folio, it seems, the
Cardinal wouldn’t let go out of his own possession ; and so it’s been
handed down in his own family (with a bar sinister, of course,
Exmoor—you remember the story of Beatrice Malatesta?) to the
present time. It's very existence wasn’t suspected till Cicolari—
wonderfully smart fellow, Cicolari—unearthed it the other day from
a descendant of the Malatestas, in a little village in the Campagna.
He offered it to me, quite as an act of friendship, for three thousand
guineas ; indeed, he begged me not to let Menotti know how cheap
he was seliing it, for fear he might interfere and ask a higher price
for it. Well, I naturally couldn’t'let such a chance slip me—for the
credit of the family, it ought to be in the collection—and the con-
sequence was, though I was awfully sorry to part with her, I was
absolutely obliged to sell the Maid for pocket-money, Lady Hilda—
I assure you, for pocket-money. My tenants won’t pay up, and
nothing will make them. They’ve got the cash actually in the bank ;
but they keep it there, waiting for a set of sentimentalists in the
House of Commons to interfere between us, and make them a
present of my property. Rolling in money, some of them are, I can
tell you. One man, I know as a positive fact, sold a pig last week,
and yet pretends he can’t pay me. All the fault of these horrid
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ridge of Mont Boron, all having the same mineralogical structure,
were once coral reefs in the midst of the Mediterranean, when its
waters submerged all the intermediate region of stately hills and
grand ravines, and lapped directly against the great barrier of the
Maritime Alps. The same sea penetrated far into Central Europe ;
and the Dolomites of the Tyrol, those wonderful fantastic peaks,
with their outlandish names belonging to a forgotten language, were
also coral reefs in its waters, out of which a large portion of the
Swiss Alps themselves was raised.

Marvellous are the effects of weathering and atmospheric colouring
on the rock of St. Jeannet. Dark and forbidding as it looks in the
distance, when standing out against the background of the western
mountains and casting its shadow before it, near at hand it presents
a most beautiful and fascinating appearance. It is broken up into
a rich variety of forms. While its face is extremely precipitous and
some parts are almost overhanging, it is diversified by so many rifts
and ledges that it affords a fine field for the play of light and shade.
The broken parts are clothed with the softest and bluest shadows ;
while the more exposed and prominent surfaces are lit up with that
rich warmth of colouring peculiar to southern climates. In some
places the rock glows like a coal in the heart of a furnace, and seems
to radiate warmth around it ; in others the white limestone looks so
cool and pure in the noonday refulgence, showing every outline
wonderfully distinct through the soft clear atmosphere. To an artist
it would afford ample materials for the study of weeks. For two
successive hours it is never the same. It varies with the varying
heavens and with the nearer or farther distance of the view-point.
Fancy, quickened by its presence, could work its outlines into all
kinds of mystic shapes, ghostly hints of gigantic figures which
primitive art apparently copied from rocks like this, wizards and
sphinxes and gods of old, fantastic as any poet's dream. What a rich
variety of hues does it exhibit from morn to eve ! At dawn the sunrise
warms it with a rosy kiss, and one almost expects it to tinkle Memnon-
like at the touch of the level rays into unearthly music. At noon it
lifts up its calm cool brow against the blazing blue of heaven, like
one of its own white clouds. In the afternoon its haggard features
soften down with the dim mist-like shadows that veil them into an
indescribable tenderness. At sunset it is incarnadined, like a snow
peak that flushes in the glow of the slanting beams, and seems like
a portal-pillar of the Delectable Mountains, beyond whose limit is the
heavenly city and bliss ineffable. And at night to see its dusky wass
relieved against the palpitating splendour af the stars, gaining W
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land-shells ; among them the Helix Niciensis, one of the most
characteristic species of the Riviera, dating back from the Pleiocene
conglomerate, and having undergone very little change during the
intervening period ; and the Helix aspersa, which varies in size
according to the altitude at which it occurs, reversing the usual rule
that dwarf specimens affect the mountains and larger forms the
littoral zone.” In the neighbourhood of Nice this last shell attains
an ordinary size ; but here on the top of the rock of St. Jeannet it
is a gigantic tumid form, like that which it usually assumes in Algeria.
I also found a few shells of the Clausilia solida, the animal of which
is much darker near the sea than it is at this height. Numerous
extinct or sub-fossil land-shells have been found in the neighbourhood
of Nice and Mentone, which must have been living in the spots
where they now occur before the deposit of the remarkable Pleiocene
conglomerate which is so characteristic of the region. They were
buried én sifu by the large masses of this formation brought down by
some enormous glacier from the high neighbouring Alps. And they
prove by their extraordinary abundance that the climate at this
remote period was as cold and damp at the sea level as it is now on
the mountain peaks which form the backbone of the Riviera, and
are from 3,000 to 5,000 feet in height ; while at these heights the
temperature must then have been perfectly boreal. They were con-
temporaneous probably with the large mammals, the tiger, rhinoceros,
and gigantic stag—whose bones have been discovered by Monsieur
Rivitre and others in great profusion in the celebrated da/zi rossi or
red caves of Mentone. Human beings may perhaps have gathered
the largest and most beautiful of them ; for in one of the caves,
associated with the extinct mammals, were found the fossilized skeleton
of a man, who wore a necklace of the marine shell cyclonassa, which
still clung in a pathetic manner to the petrified neck, and buried near
him were two shells still identical with living species, one of which,
the Helix Niciensis, I gathered on the rock of St. Jeannet.
Cautiously approaching the edge of the mighty precipice, we gazed
down. But instead of finding it sheer as we anticipated, it was
broken into broad ledges like so many steps and stairs. A hundred
feet or so below the summit there was a broad platform carpcted with
a thin layer of soil, on which a few bushes of lentiscus and arbutus
managed to live. Twining round them with its slender leufy stems
were clusters of Cornvolvulus altheoides covered with large campanulate
blossoms of the most brilliant crimson ; and clinging to the hottest and
driest crevices clumps of shrubby Helianthemums, lovers of intensest
sunlight, displayed myriads of soft yellow flowers. The presence ot
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it seemed like an English paradise in early summer after the insuffer-
ably bare and arid rocks among which we had been wandering.
None who see Vence even from a distance can fail to be struck
with its imposing aspect, as it lies stretched on its long hilly ridge,
surrounded by mountain slopes covered with olive trees, and studded
with villas and clusters of houses, and dominated by the mighty cliff
of the Rocher Blanc, which rises at a little distance above it, as the
rock of St. Jeannet towers above its village. But within the walls of
the town there is much to attract the student of ancient history.
Who first marked out this storied spot for human habitation we
cannot tell. We know from Ptolemy that it was at a very early
period the capital of a primitive Ligurian tribe called the Nerusii.
They had a series of forts, which are still standing, and called by
the people castellaras, built in a very massive manner of huge blocks
of stone without cement, crowning the tops of the high rocks and hills
in the neighbourhood ; and to these they fled for refuge when hard
pressed by the Roman legions. But by-and-by the town was
conquered by the . Romans, and, under the name of Vintium
Horreum Cesaris, speedily attained to great importance as a central
commissariat depot for victualling the army. It was one of the eight
principal cities of the Province of the Maritime Alps, and possessed
a forum, aqueducts, temples, and palaces, and, in consequence,
included among its inhabitants many persons of high rank, besides a
large body of priests and magistrates. At the beginning of the
Christian era it was connected by a splendid road, a branch of the
old Via Julia Augusta, with Cimiez Vado, and the southern Italian
routes, along which an extensive traffic was carried. Vence has
still about it a sense of the presence of eternal Rome, whose sons
found in this place a second Italy ; for the chancel of the cathedral
was formerly a Roman temple, of which two columns survived ; and
numerous Roman inscriptions on stones built into the walls of a
courtyard near the Hotel de Ville, remind the visitor of the ancient
Vintium. Indeed the ghost of the dead Empire seems to me more
real in this place than the flesh and the blood of the present régime.
Its ecclesiastical history is also exceedingly interesting, for it has had
a bishop continuously since the fourth century; and one ofits bishops,
St. Lambert, has a tomb with a Latin inscription in the cathedral.
No less interesting is its civil history, when it was under the rule of
the lords of Vence, whose ancient palace is at the northern entrance
of the town, with a massive square tower built in the fifteenth
century in the style of the palaces of Florence, and a huge old ash
tree, sadly mutilated, overshadowing it, imparting to % 2 =W
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in those districts mainly a domestic operation. The cognomens
Bagster and Baxter would seem to point to the former agency of
women in professional as well as home baking, for they answer to
“bakester,” the feminine form of *baker”—as “ spinster” is of
‘“spinner,” and ‘ maltster” of ¢ malter” ; but the feminine termi-
nation “ ster” lost its distinctive meaning in the fourteenth century,
and we shall presently find it appended to names indicating pursuits
which could scarcely have been followed by females at any time.
The name Pantry—originally De la paneterie—represents the officer
having charge of the bread-store in large establishments of olden
time. If there be now no calling exactly answering to his, we may,
by the exercise of a little fancy, trace a parallel to it in an existing
one which was certainly unknown when his became a surname—that
of the “Relieving Officer,” the agent and representative of our
modern Poor Laws, who, so to speak, keeps the bread-room estab-
lished by statute, and opens it for the needy of the great national
household. In the cognominal oddity Bacckus we have the baker
again, though in disguise. The word refers to him as a resident or
worker at the medieval dakelouse ; thus the provider of bread has
assimilated himself to the tutelar divinity of wine,”! and we may at
this point appropriately pass for a moment from occupations con-
nected with the staff of life, to those relating to what working men
have jocularly called * Life itself,” taking that expression to stand
for alcoholic refreshment in general. Brewer, a frequently registered
surname, must not be understood as always setting forth the occu-
pation of beer-brewing, for it has been shown to be sometimes
traceable to another origin ; nevertheless it often means what it
looks like. The English brewing trade has now reached dimensions
little dreamt of in the days of surname settlement; but we may
note that the source of the greatness of the firms of Bass and
Allsopp was in some measure understood so far back as the
thirteenth century, when fame had already begun to trumpet the
virtue of the waters of Burton-on-Trent in connection with beer-
making, In the appellation Meader we have perhaps a reminder of
an extinct industry, that of the manufacture of mead, the ancient
fermented liquor made from honey. What a contrast between that
potent and often spice-laden drink of early days and the airy
beverages—not indeed without their own frequent association
with something stronger—that are prepared by the numerous
“ Mineral water manufacturers” whose business is so marked a
feature of present trade in England! Zaverner, with its group
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incline to the belief that Zease/ is a Jocal surname in disguise, viz.
Teesdale, which, by rustic pronunciation, would become Zezes'le, as
Garsdale in Yorkshire becomes Gars'/e, and Botesdale in Suffolk
Botes'le. Teesdale exists cognominally in other corrupted forms
which lead easily on to Zzase/; among them are Zeasdale and
Teasdel. The “ handle-setter” of Leeds registers is the worker in
the woollen trade who now arranges the teazles for use, setting them
—divided into halves—in the frames prepared to receive them, so
that a large surface of their spines may be brought to bear upon the
cloth on which their teazing action is required. Selecting from
among many more registered descriptions indicating minute sub-
divisions of labour in the later processes of worsted and woollen
manufacture, we pass to the somewhat enigmatical description,
¢ Piece-percher.” This designates the man employed to examine
pieces of worsted or woollen goods before they are finished for sale,
in order that any imperfections of manufacture may be detected.
He throws the end of the “piece” to be inspected over a roller,
popularly styled a “perch,” which is suspended in a strong light,
and, drawing the material onwards by means of this roller, examines
it as it passes down before him. We have, of course, no surnames
to produce answering to such occupations as this, for they belong
only to the highly developed labour systems of the modern age.
The cognomen Zaylor, which was just now mentioned as having
absorbed the ‘“teazlers” of former days, brings us to the final appli-
cation of wool to the backs of mankind. We shall only stay to
remark on the present large employment of female labour on the
making up of the “ ready-made ” cloth clothes with which most of our
fellow-countrymen are obliged to content themselves. The registers
say comparatively little about the occupations of women, but they
are not entircly silent on the subject, and at Hebden Bridge, Col-
chester, and many other places they point clearly to the fact that
nearly all the females of the lower classes are tailoresses.

We pass on to another important clothing industry—the manu-
facture of linen. Flaxman, a name not uncommon in registration,
must be taken as denoting generally the medieval workers in flax ;
but there are other family appellations which point to several
branches of the industry. After the flax-plant has undergone a
regular course of preparatory treatment, it has to be scotched, or
¢ scutched,” to separate the woody from the fibrous part. It is first
threshed with a mallet, and the woody portion is then struck from
the rest with a scutching-knife. These are the processes of hand-
scutching, still practised in some places; but in the scutching-mills
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with oaken tiles, has given his description to family nomenclature ;
but we believe his craft is now obsolete, though the designation
“shingler ” as being synonymous with “hammerman” is common
enough in the registers of the iron districts. Among recorded sur-
names, too, are Zyler, Tileman, and Slater, and the first and last of
these words continue to be used as descriptive of those who follow
the occupations. ¢ Slater,” however, does not always mean the
worker with such fissile material as comes from the Penrhyn quarries ;
it is sometimes applied to the layer of stone tiles. Occasionally,
“ blue-slater” is the term employed for describing the slater proper,
in contradistinction to the grey slater or roofer with stones or flags.
Among the other medizval occupations connected with building
which have become surnames is that of the Quarrier, the word
being a familiar description now, as formerly. In some parts of the
West Riding a quarry is a “ delf,” and the quarryman is registered
¢ delver.” The special application of these words is likely to date
back a long distance, and would lead one to look for De/zver among
surnames ; but as a surname we have never found it, although De/f,
Delph, Delve, and Delzes—pointing to the residence of the former
bearers of these names at or near quarrics or diggings of some kind
—are frequent family denominations. Stone/ewer and Stoneman are
cognomens ; so too are Builder and Waller ; while Muson, as a sur-
name, is known to every one. The progenitors of the Iallers were
not, it would seem, housebuilders. The word * waller” at any rate is
now used to describe only the raiser of those rude unmortared
fences of roughly dressed stone, or of stone not dressed at all, which
are common among the mountains of Cumberland, the dales of
Yorkshire and Durham, and other of the wilder parts of the country.
“ Stonewaller,” * Dry-waller,” and “ Dry-fence-waller” are parallel
descriptions also to be found in the registers of such districts.
Hodder, Hodman, and Hodsman appear among registered surnames,
and in all probability represent the hod-bearers of the middle ages ;
and Plaister, Plaster, &c., are denominations pointing to those work-
men of former days who approximately answered to the * plasterer”
of our time, whose designation, by the by—like some other words
already referred to—has incorrectly doubled its last syllable. The
correspondence, however, is far from complete, as the mediweval
“plaster” exercised his skill in a far less wholesale and indiscrimi-
nate fashion than does his modern representative. The older crafts-
man was sometimes known as the “ dauber,” and we have the
summame Dawbcor—of frequent occurrence in Lancashire—to per-
petuate in nominal shape this now abandoned style. The more
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empty ones; the *weighman,” of whom two are employed at a
colliery—one representing the master and one the men—to check
the amount of work done; the “screener,” who presides at the
screen or sieve of inclined iron bars upon which the coals are thrown
to sort them ; the ‘ bank-head-man,” who starts and receives the coal
trucks at the top of a tramway slope ; the “brakesman,” who travels
with and stops the trucks; and finally the Tyne *coal-trimmer,”
who distributes the cargoes of coal as they are shot down into the
loading colliers, and whose toil perhaps is as severe as that of any
labourer that could be mentioned. These are a few, and only a few,
of the terms by which the various workers in connection with coal
are now described, and most of them would have been available as
surnames—Z/cwer, as we have seen already, exists as such in relation
to wood-hewing, and Z7immer indeed is, as the reader will remem-
ber, to be found among family names, but this last is supposed to be
a corruption of the place-name Tremere, pointing therefore to no
pursuit. If, then, the deferment which we have imagined had taken
place, the name- as well as the occupation- columns of the registers
might and probably would have included many a Weighman,
Banksman, Screener, &c. Nor would it have been found that all the
bearers of these cognomens of humble origin would lastingly have
been associated in the registration rolls with such lowly positions as
their progenitors once occupied. Taken in connection with the
present rank of those who own them, surnames furnish numberless
independent proofs of the tendency of Englishmen to rise ; and some
of the S¢reeners and others whom we have been hypothetically supply-
ing with family names based upon their own obscure pursuits, would
doubtless ultimately have attained to a good standing, and would
have accomplished distinguished service, like the #al/ers long since
found high up in social life, or the Napicrs of illustrious repute,
whose fathers respectively once raised rude moorland fences, and
bore the indispensable napkin at those feasts of olden time whereat
fingers did duty for forks.
EDWARD WHITAKER.
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literary circles of Paris two hundred and twenty years ago as was
John Dryden in London at the same period. Chapelain was the great
literary oracle of his day. He had been one of the first members of
the French Academy, and among that body of men he exercised
much influence. It was Chapelain who persuaded the Academicians,
in spite of their better judgment, to submit their will to that of
Richelieu by examining, that is, by passing censure upon, Corneille’s
new tragedy, “ Le Cid,” though it was at the time receiving the
popular approbation of the town ; and Chapelain wrote the report
upon the play. This was in 1637. Some years previously Corneille
had been one of Richelieu’s five pensioned authors—men whom he
paid to write verses for him. Corneille was not always so docile
as the others, and Richelieu told him roundly, “il fallait avoir un
esprit de suite”: meaning that he, like his colleagues, should do
what he was told. The autocratic Cardinal-Minister died in 1642,
and Comneille, who always feared his power, wrote some few
months after his death :—

Qu’on parle mal ou bien du fameux Cardinal,

Ma prose ni mes vers n’en diront jamais rien :

Il m’a fait trop de bien pour en dire du mal,
Il m’'a fait trop de mal pour en dire du bien.

Chapelain, though he seldom wrote a high-spirited line, and never a
witty one, was a learned grammarian. It was he who determined
that the principal aim of the French Academy should be to labour
towards the improvement of the language. This was a Utopian
theory, and quite impracticable ; for the language of any country
must be made by the people who speak it and write it, not by the
members of an Academy, sitting as a board of directors, determining
how their company shall be managed. Let us, however, give
Chapelain the credit for good intentions, though he did not show
much evidence of strenuous efforts of his own. Chapelain made a
mistake in life. He wished to be an epic poet, though he had no
warmth of imagination, no lively fancy, and no pleasant mode of
expression. An amusing chapter of literary history might be written
about him, but this is not the place for it. Boileau, who has handled
him roughly more than once, was one day asked to be less severe.
The mediator urged that Chapelain had a noble duke for his patron,
and that Colbert, the minister, used sometimes to visit him. Boileau
answered : “ But if the Pope himself were to visit him, would that
make his verses better?”

Soyez plutdt magon si c’est votre talent |
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coquetterie que de faire remarquer qu'on n’en fait jamais.”—*“ Il n'y a
guere de gens qui ne soient honteux de s'étre aimés quand ils ne
s'aiment plus.”"—* Ce qui se trouve le moins dans la galanterie, c’est
de 'amour.”—* La civilité est un désir d’en recevoir et d'étre estimé
po'i.”™—* Un sot n’a pas assez d’étoffe pour étre bon.”

Pascal was contemporary with La Rochefoucauld, but the only
faculty they had in common was a singular lucidity of expression. The
quality is a rare one, and is to be valued all the more highly when we
find it in writers who lived more than two hundred years ago,
Pascal and Descartes have both been called the fathers of modern
French prose. Descartes published his * Discours de la Méthode ”
in 1637, and Pascal. his “ ILettres Provinciales” in 1657. But the
twenty years’ interval did not alone give to Pascal the greater
advantage of making what he wished to say at once intelligible to the
reader. In his short and very pleasant biography, written by his
sister, we read : “ Not only he said what he wished, but he said it in
the way that he wished, and his speech produced the effect that he
had intended.” Most of us will probably agree in thinking that
this praise can be given truly to few speakers and to few writers.
Descartes’ famous axiom :  Cogito, ergo sum,” is known everywhere ;
and the basis of the Cartesian philosophy sprang from his maxim : “ Ne
recevoir jamais aucune chose pour vraie que je ne la connusse évidem-
ment telle.” Inworldly matters Pascal’s genius did not appear to soar
so high, but with most of us it will find a more homely acceptation.
He wrote : “ Quand on voit le style naturel on est tout étonné et ravi,
car on s'attendait de voir un auteur et on trouve un homme.” Pascal
did not like authors who put up their ¢ signboard.” There are traits in
his character which we find also in Moliére. Humour and melancholy
were common to both, but of sharp irony Pascal was the greater
master. When through priestly influence the ¢ Tartufe” was for-
bidden on the stage, Molitre replied by writing “ Don Juan ” (for, as
the unmasking of a sensuous hypocrite was thought to be an act of
impiety, he gave us instead the frank libertine and the unbeliever). So
also, when Pascal about a year before his death was asked whether he
was sorry he had written the “ Lettres Provinciales,” he replied: * Bien
loin de m’en repentir, si j’étais & les faire je les ferais encore plus
fortes.” Small pedantry, and the power obtained over the ignorant by
those who possessed a little poor learning, were things offensive in the
eyes of Pascal and of Molitre. Molitre’s “ Mariage Forcé” is an
admirable satire on the ignorance of those who had learned how to
sputter a few words of the scholastic philosophy of the ancients, as the
¢« Médecin malgré lui” and other comedies are admirable in their
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chosen to fight against each other for their country’s cause. Horace
is of sterner complexion. Though he married the sister, with equal
ardour he will fight the brother. Then we have the two lines :

Hor. Albe vous a nommé ; je ne vous connais plus.
Cur. Je vous connais encore, et c’est ce qui me tue.

In his commentary on Corneille, Voltaire says that “at these words,
¢je ne vous connais plus . . . . je vous connais encore,’ every one
exclaimed with admiration ; nothing so sublime had ever been
heard.. . . . It is for such lines as these Corneille has deserved
the name of great, not only to distinguish him from his brother,
but from mankind.” “Le grand Corneille ” was an appellation
perhaps more generally known in France during the last century than
now. For the French playwrights of the present generation certainly
draw more sympathetic audiences than do the tragedies of the writers
of the grand siécle. 'We may say with Moliere : “ Nousavons changé
tout cela.” There is another line in this play which, dramatically,
has a very good effect :

Faites votre devoir et laissez faire aux dicux.

Thomas Corneille, a younger brother of the better known dram-
atist, was a facile writer of poor plays that had at any rate the merit of
putting money for the whileinto his purse. He wrote one good verse
which has become proverbial :

Le crime fait la honte, et non pas I'échafaud.

Both the Corneilles were very poor when they died.  Yet they
were industrious men, and worked up to the last. There is a story
that they both lived in the same house, one in the apartment above
the other, and that they worked together, communicating their
ideas by means of a trap-door through the floor and ceiling. Pierre
Comneille was a high-spirited man; and we will conclude this
mention of him by repeating the well-known proud verse he wrote of
himself : ‘

Je ne dois qu'a moi scul toute ma renommdé.

There is no English dramatist whom we can fairly compare
with Molitre. He is more like Shakespeare than any other. Both
looked with open and honest eyes upon Nature’s dealings with men,
and both knew instinctively what was the work proper to the
playwright—what he should set down and what he should avoid
Among modern playwrights, who also deserve the larger name of
dramatists, they are the chief. We in England are justly proud of

2
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MORTIMER COLLINS.

SHT years ago there passed from amongst us a poet who has
been aptly styled by a contemporary writer the * Laureat of
ames.”
rtimer Collins was, at the time of his death, known perhaps
ry limited and, we might even say, a select class of readers.
isons which we shall presently show, his novels were not popu-
1ordinary novel-readers, and it is probable that his name would
emained in comparative obscurity but for the indefatigable
complished lady who was for the last eight years of his life his
e and fellow-worker.
8. Mortimer Collins has from time to time since her husband s
collected his fugitive pieces and published them in volume
hus attracting the more thoughtful readers who do not go to
for amusement. From these works it was discovered that
hor was a man of no common mind, and many persons were
d to inquire into what he had done. The novels, which had only
ed in the usual three-volume edition in the author’s lifetime,
ow eagerly sought for, and copies of some of the earlier ones,
only about ten years old, fetched high prices, one being sold for
ineas. This naturally led to the production of a cheap edition
greater part of the novels, and Mortimer Collins’s works are
kely to gain the popularity which they deserved long ago.
hey are free from fault no one can admit, but that they are
of genius no one can deny. They can never be called works
for the stories are wild and improbable, containing too many
ers and too many incidents, but they are all decidedly
L The ordinary young lady novel-reader, who skips at the
" ten pages a minute, would probably not care for them, but
ughtful reader, who looks for something more than mere plots,
10t fail to appreciate the graceful diction, the wise and tender
, the fresh descriptive passages, the quaintly humorous
ers, and the sparkling lyrics—songs of love and dedinage—
lie carelessly scattered through the pages of every volume.
vels are indeed, as it were, a reflex of the author's own ™nd—
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just as readily. He also amused his friends by sending them poetical
valentines, birthday remembrances, Christmas cards, &c., and this
notwithstanding the amount of serious hard work he had to get
through. There was perhaps a lack of polish about much of his
poetical work. He took little pains in writing (for time was precious
to him), and never troubled to preserve anything that he had written,
always saying that there was “ plenty more where that came from.”
Poetry to him was only a recreation, to be indulged in after the dull,
hard work of prose, for he could not live by it.

He has left no great work behind him, but many of his lyrics will
outlast some of the heavier poetical work of his contemporaries.
What can be more perfect than these few lines, which he calls ¢ A
Conceit ” :

Oh, touch that rosebud ! it will bloom,
My lady fair !
A passionate red in dim green gloom,
A joy, a splendour, a perfume
That sleeps in air.

You touch’d my heart ; it gave a thrill
Just like a rose

That opens at a lady’s will ;

Its bloom is always yours until
You bid it close.

Or, again, these dainty lines, which were addressed ‘¢ To my Sweet-
heart, with some White Violets ” :—

O happy buds of violet !
I give them to my sweet, and she
Puts them where something sweeter yet
Must ever be.

\Vhite violets find whiter rest :
For fairest flowers how fair a fate !
For me remain, O fragrant breast !
Inviolate,

He possessed one of those comprehensive intellects that can at once
embrace the highest truths®and yet be alive to all the commonplaces
of human life. Variously read, he had a keen appreciation of the
works of others and a humble reverence for everything great and
good. He had neither conceit nor envy in his composition, nor was
he ambitious for fame, except so far as it might help to brighten his
material welfare. He was a frank, genial, open-hearted man, and
had a kindly, buoyant nature, as may be plainly seen from his writ-
ings. He was always happy, bore troubles patiently, and never
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grumbled at the hardness of his lot ; was most helpful to others
when they needed help, firm and affectionate in his friendships, a
cheery companion and a delightful host, as those who visited him at
Knowl Hill can testify. He was never ill-tempered nor unsociable,
was incapable of any kind of meanness or malice, and hated hypo-
crisy in every form ; he was full of happy, wholesome “life, believing
that existence held more of joy than of misery.

His death, in 1876, which was ascribed to overwork, was caused
by the rupture of the right auricle of the heart. He had made a
great strain to disencumber himself of the debts which he had
incurred in his reckless days, and it seems sad that he should have
broken down when he had nearly attained his object.

But after reading his works, and learning what happiness he
found in life, we can neither blame nor pity him, but only admire.

CHARLES E. HALL.
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upon, every member of 1= barg deals 2 Hlow at the victim.  If one
fails 1 wonform 1 tois rele, beis expected 10 be killed in the first
encounter with troops. Bzt in other Jocaiities, one man is chosen to
fill the office of executioner, and it is considered of the highest
imponance that ore stroke of the curved sword used for the purpose
sh.ouid scver the head from the body of the captive.

When the brigands zre desirous of possessicg themselves of money
or treasure they suspect to have been hiéden out of their reach, they
kill or mutilate the person supposeé to have concealed it. A portion
of his body is taken to some craity old hag whose ostensible pro-
fession is the manufacture of tapers for religious ceremonies. The
fat is extracted, and, mixed with wax or tallow, is made into a candle.
Armed with this, the brigand commences his search, in the belief
that the light of his taper will be extinguished when he approaches
the spot where the treasure is secreted. This superstition accounts
for the fingers of captives having been cut off even when they were
not required to send to their friends to stimulate their zeal in pro-
curing the ransom. One of the murderers of a family of seven
persons was detected by his applying to have one of these candles
made.  The crime had been committed for the sake of plunder ;
and, as the sum found in the house was smaller than the murderers
had expected, recourse was had to supernatural aid to discover the
remainder.

Almost cvery brigand wears an amulet. If a Greek, it is fre-
quently an old copy, or a few pages, of the Gospels. “ Cham,” once
a notorious but now a pardoned brigand, always attributed a serious
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misfortune which befell him to his having laid his aside for a few
minutes—a very old copy, which he carried in an elaborately chased
silver case, suspended round his neck by a chain.

One of the most ghastly Greek superstitions is that of the
Vrykolokas, or Vampire. It is customary to visit the grave of a
deceased relation at the expiration of three years after burial, and
ascertain if the body is decomposed. If this process has been per-
formed to their satisfaction, the bones are collected and, after a
further religious service, placed in a mortuary. But should this not
be the case, the dead man is supposed to be possessed, and, in
punishment of his known or unknown crime, walks the earth at
night as a Vrykoloka. The Klephtic legends are full of this terrible
spectre, and many of their songs tell of the midnight visits of
murdered men to their oppressors and tyrants, heralded by the
ghostly kukuvaghia, or owl of ill-omen. For though it is popularly
supposed that this unrest after death is a consequence of an evil life,
men also who have been the victims-of a terrible wrong cannot lie
quietly in their graves, but revisit the scenes of their woes.

An interesting custom is observed on St. John's Eve in the
villages of Thessaly, called “Klithona.” It is, however, as a rule,
performed only in the family circle, and many people long resident
in the country are ignorant of it. At sunset a large jar or bowl is
filled with water and placed in the garden. Round it the family
assemble, each with a leaf or flower, which he or she throws in. A
wild dance and chant is kept up all the time. The jar is then
covered with a linen cloth and the youngest of the party goes
through the fictitious ceremony of “locking ” it with the house-key,
It is then carefully set aside until the following day at noon, when
the party assemble for the “unlocking.” The cloth is carefully
removed, and each looks anxiously to see if his or her leaf or flower
is floating on the water, as that foretells a long life, and an immersed
leaf or flower an early death. A gencral sprinkling then ensues: the
young people chase each other with glasses of water from the bowl,
and consider a thorough drenching good luck. Singing is kept up
all the time, and an occasional improvised couplet or two containing
sly personal allusions add to the merriment.

In Macedonia the ceremony differs a little. Each person places
a ring or some other small object in the jar, and they are withdrawn,
one by one, by a girl who, before she dips her hand in, repeats some
prophetic, complimentary, or depreciatory rhyme. Supper over, the
bonfire is lighted before the gate ; and, after taking down and casting
into it the now faded garlands hung over the doors on May Day, the
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by some envious or malicious rival. To admire a child causes the
greatest consternation to its mother, and the caps of infants are often
decorated with coins or other bright objects to distract the attention
of any evil eye they may chance to meet from the child. An
expression of approval or admiration, even of the most trivial thing,
is met with the entreaty My 76 pard{yc—* Don’t give it the evil
eye!” and two fingers are immediately pointed at the object or
person in question, accompanied by the word oxdpodor—garlic.
Indeed, garlic is considered a sovereign antidote against this malign
power. It may be seen hung on any favourite object of furniture or
ornament, or fastened to a horse’s harness; over the door of a
house, in company with the horseshoe ; and tied to a broomstick in
the corner of a room containing a new-born child, to counteract any
laudatory remarks that may be made by ill-natured visitors. The
infant of an English lady living at Smyrna was one day noticed to
have lost its usual liveliness, and to have become fretful and uneasy,
without any ostensible cause. The nurse, a Greek woman from
Nicaria, attributed this to the evil eye, and begged her mistress to
allow her to send for a compatriote known for her skill in such cases.
The wise woman came. She spread a square of red cloth on a bed,
undressed the baby, and laid it on this. A little pile of hemp was
placed at each comner of the cloth, accompanied by sundry signs of
the cross and other symbolic performances. The hemp was then
lighted, and a series of gymnastic contortions performed with the
child’s limbs, in the midst of the fumes, interspersed with breathings
and more crossings. It was then pronounced cured. It had
undoubtedly recovered its wonted liveliness, and during the whole
performance had crowed and laughed at the old mayissa.

A lady, watching the flight of a stork to his nest in a cypress-tree
in the little town of Bournabat, near Smyrna, was suddenly assailed
with a torrent of abuse from two Greeks who were passing on donkey-
back, and who imagined themselves to be the objects of her atten.
tion. They anathematised “her grey eyes, that would cause them
evil,” with a fluency of vituperation of which a low-class Greek alone
is capable.

The old proverb “ A hair of the dog that bit you ” is daily illus-
trated in Thessaly. Savage dogs, noted for their biting propensities,
may be seen deprived of patches of hair cut from their shaggy coats,
to cure the incisions made by their teeth—no other remedy being
considered so efficacious.

LUCY M. T. GARNETT.
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stream, he entered the torrent without hesitation, and passed reck-
lessly across. Indeed, the man seemed utterly indifferent to physical
conditions, but labouring rather under some spiritual possession,
completely and literally realising in his person the words of the
poet :—

Iis own mind did like a tempest strong
Come to him thus, and draw the weary weight along.

The wild scene was in complete harmony with his condition. It
was still and desolate, no sound seeming to break its solemn silence ;
but pausing and listening intently, one would in reality have become
conscious of many sounds—the deep under-murmur of the mountain
streams, the “sough” of the wind in the pine-woods, the faint
tinkling of goat-bells from the distant valleys, the solitary cry of rock
doves from the mountain caves.

The man was Ambrose Bradley.

Nearly a year had elapsed since his sad experience in Rome.
Since that time he had wandered hither and thither like another
Ahasuerus ; wishing for death, yet unable to die; burthened with
the terrible weight of his own sin and self-reproach, and finding no
resting-place in all the world.

Long before, as the reader well knows, the man’s faith in the
supernatural had faded. He had refined away his creed till it had
wasted away of its own inanition ; and when the hour of trial came,
and he could have called upon it for consolation, he was horrified to
find that it was a corpse, instead of a living thing. Then, in his
horror and despair, he had clutched at the straw of spiritualism, only
to sink lower and lower in the bitter waters of Marah. He found no
hope for his soul, no foothold for his feet. He had, to use his own
expression, lost the world.

It was now close upon night-time, and every moment the gorges
along which he was passing grew darker and darker.

Through the red smokes of sunset one lustrous star was just
becoming visible on the extremest peak of the mountain chain. But
instead of walking faster, Bradley began to linger, and presently,
coming to a gloomy chasm which seemed to make further progress
dangerous, impossible, he halted and looked down. The trunk of
an uprooted pine-tree lay close to the chasm’s brink. After looking
quietly round him, he sat down, pulled out a common wooden pipe,
and began to smoke.

Presently he pulled out a letter bearing the Munich post-mark,
and with a face as dark as night began to look it through. It was
dated from London, and ran as follows :— ’

VOL. CCLVL. No. 1839.
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cover the consensus of opinion among the old, who are on the
threshold of the grave, you would find the majority quite content
that life should end for ever. Tired out with eighty or a hundred
years of living, they gladly welcome sleep. It is otherwise, of course,
with the victims of accidental disease or premature decay. But in
the happy world to which we Positivists look forward, these victims
would not exist.

“Day by day Science, which you despise too much, is enlarging
the area of human health. Think what has been done, even within
- the last decade, to abolish both physical and social disease ! Think
what has yet to be done to make life freer, purer, safer, happier ! I
grant you the millennium of the Grand Etre is still far off ; but it is
most surely coming, and we can all aid, more or less, that blessed con-
summation—not by idle wailing, by useless dreams, or by selfish
striving after an impossible personal reward, but by duty punctually
performed, by self-sacrifice cheerfully undergone, by daily and nightly
endeavours to ameliorate the condition of Man.

“Men perish ; Man is imperishable. Personal forms change ;
the great living personality abides. And the time must come at last
when Man shall be as God, certain of his destiny, and knowing good
and evil.

“¢A Job’s comforter I’ I seem to hear you cry. Well, after all,
you must be your own physician.

No man can save another’s soul,
Or pay another’s debt !

But I wish that you, in your distracted wandering after certainty,
would turn your thoughts oz7 way, and try to understand what the
great Founder of our system has done, and will do, for the human
race. I am sure that the study would bring you comfort, late or

soon.
“1 am, as ever, my dear Bradley,

“ Your friend and well-wisher,
“JoHN CHOLMONDELEY.

«P.S.—What are you doing in Munich? I hear of curious doings
this year at Ober-Ammergau, where that ghastly business, the Passion
Play, is once more in course of preparation.”

Bradley read this characteristic epistle with a gloomy frown, which
changed before he had finished to a look of bitter contempt ; and, as
he read, he seemed once more conscious of the babble of literary

club-land, and the affected jargon of the new creeds of the future.
X2
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dull perversity, generally spares him. More than once, among these
dizzy precipices and black ravines, I thought of suicide; one step
would have done it, one quick downward leap ; but I was spared that
last degradation—indeed, I know not how. :

¢ It was night time when I left the mountains, and came out
upon the public road. The moon rose, pale and ghostly, dimly
lighting my way.

“Full of my own miserable phantasy, I walked or for hours
and descended at last to the outlying houses of a silent village, lying
at the foot of a low chain of melancholy hills. All was still ; a thin
white mist filled the air, floating upward from the valley, and forming
thick vaporous clouds around the moon. Dimly I discerned the
shadows of the houses, but in none of the windows was there any
light.

“1 stood hesitating, not knowing which way to direct my footsteps
or at which cottage door to knock and seck shelter, and never, at
any moment of my recent experience, was the sense of phantasy and
unreality so full upon me. While I was thus hesitating I suddenly
became conscious of the sound of voices coming from a small cot-
tage situated on the roadside, and hitherto scarcely discernible in
the darkness.  Without hesitation I approached the door and
knocked.

“ Immediately the voices ceased, and the moment afterwards the
door opened and a figure appeared on the threshold.

¢ If the sense of unreality had been strong before it now became
Pparamount, for the figure I beheld wore a white priestly robe quaintly
embroidered with gold, and a golden headdress or coronet upon his
head. Nor was this all. The large apartment behind him—a kind
of kitchen, with rude benches around the ingle—was lit by several
lamps, and within it were clustered a fantastic group of figures in
white tunics, plumed headdresses of Eastern device, and mantles of
azure, crimson, and blue, which swept the ground.

“¢Who is there ?’ said the form on the threshold in a deep voice,
and speaking German in a strong Bavarian patois.

“I answered that I was an Englishman, and sought a night’s
shelter.

“¢Come in!’ said the man, and thus invited I crossed the
threshold.

“ As the door closed behind me, I found myself in the large
raftered chamber, surrounded on every side by curious faces.
Scattered here and there about the room were rudely carved figures
for the most partrepresenting the Crucifixion, many of them unfinished,
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¢t Come in,’ cried a clear kind voice.

“ He opened the door and I followed him into an interior much
resembling the one we had just quitted, but smaller, and more full of
tokens of the woodcutter’s trade. The room was dimly lit by an oil
lamp swinging from the ceiling. Seated close to the fireplace, with
his back towards us, engaged in some handy-work, was a man.

““ As we entered the man rose and stood erect, looking towards
us. I started in wonder, and uttered an involuntary cry.

“It was Jesus Christ, Jesus the son of Joseph, in his habit as he
lived.

“T had no time, and indeed I lacked the power, to separate the
true from the false in this singular manifestation. I saw before me,
scarce believing what I saw, the Christ of History, clad as the shape is
clad in the famous fresco of Leonardo, but looking at me with a face
mobile, gentle, beautiful, benign. At the same moment I perceived,
scarcely understanding its significance, the very crown of thorns, of
which so many a martyr since has dreamed. It was lying on the
coarse table close to a number of wood-carvirg tools, and close to it
was a plate of some red pigment, with which it had recently been
stained.

¢ Johann Diener advanced.

“¢J am glad to find you up, Joseph. This English gentleman
seeks shelter for the night, and I scarcely knew whither to take
him.’

“¢You will not find a bed in the place,’ returned the other;
and he continued addressing me. ¢ Since this moming our little
village has been overrun, and many strangers have to camp out in
the open air. Never has Ober-Ammergau been so thronged.’

I scarcely listened to him ; I wasso lost in contemplation of the
awful personality he represented.

“¢Who are you?’ I asked, gazing at him in amaze.

 He smiled, and glanced down at his dress.

“¢‘I am Joseph Mair, he replied. ¢ To-morrow I play the
Christus, and as you came I was repairing some portion of.the attire,
which I have not worn for ten years past.’

¢ Jesus of Nazareth | Joseph Mair ! I understood all clearly now,
but none the less did I tremble with a sickening sense of awe.

“That night I remained in the house of Joseph Mair, sitting on a
bench in ‘the ingle, half dying, half dreaming, till daylight came.
Mair himself soon left me, after having set before me some simple
refreshment, of which I did not care to partake. Alone in that
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clothing himself with flesh as with a garment. I have seen and
heard with a child’s eyes, a child’s ears; and even as a child I
question no longer, but believe.

“ Mea culpa! mea culpa/ In the light of that piteous martyrdom
1 review the great sin of my life; but out 6f sin and its penalty has
come transfiguration. I know now that my beloved one was taken
from me in mercy, that I might follow in penitence and live.
Patience, my darling, for I shall come ;—God grant that it may
be soon ! ”

CONCLUSION.

The following letter, written in the summer of 18—, by John
Cholmondeley to Sir George Craik, contains all that remains to be
told concerning the fate of Ambrose Bradley, sometime minister of
Olney, and a seceder from the Church of England :—

“ My dear Sir,—You will remember our conversation, when we
last met in London, concerning that friend of mine with whose
fortunes those of your lamented niece have been unhappily inter-
woven. Your language was then sufficiently bitter and unforgiving.
Perhaps you will think more gently on the subject when you hear
the news I have now to convey to you. The Rev. Ambrose Bradley
died a fortnight ago, at Ober-Ammergau, in the Bavarian highlands.

“ From time to time, during his wanderings in the course of the
past year, we had been in correspondence ; for, indeed, I was about
the only frietd in the world with whom he was on terms of close
intimacy. Ever since the disappearance of Miss Craik his sufferings
had been most acute; and my own impression is that his intellect
was permanently weakened. But that, perhaps, is neither here
nor there.

“ Some ten days ago I received a communication from the village
priest of Ober-Ammergau, informing me that an Englishman had died
very suddenly and mysteriously in the village, and that the only clue
to his friends and connexions was a long letter found upon his
person, addressed to me, at my residence in the Temple. I imme-
diately hastened over to Germany, and found, as I had anticipated,
that the corpse was that of my poor friend. It was lying ready for
interment in the cottage of Joseph Mair, a wood-carver, and a leading
actor in the Passion Play.

“1 found, on inquiry, that Mr. Bradley had been in the village for
several weeks, lodging at Mair’s cottage, and dividing his time
between constant attendance at the theatre, whenever the Passion
Play was represented, and long pedestrian excursions among the
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mountains. He was strangely taciturn, indifferent to ordinary com-
forts, eating little or nothing, and scarcely sleeping. So at least the
man Mair informed me, adding that he was very gentle and harmless,
and to all intents and purposes perfectly sane.

“ Last Sunday week he attended the theatre as usual. That night
he did not return to the cottage of his host. Early next morning,
Joseph Mair, on going down to the theatre with his tools, to do
some carpenter’s work upon the stage, found the dead body of a man
there, lying on his face, with his arms clasped around the mimic
cross ; and turning the dead face up to the morning light, he recog-
nised my poor friend.

“That is all I have to tell you. His death, like his life, was a sad
affair. I followed him to his grave in the little burial-place of
Ober-Ammergau—where he rests in peace. I am, &c.,

“ JouN CHOLMONDELEY.

“Judging from some talk I had before leaving with the village
priest, a worthy old fellow who knew him well, I believe poor
Bradley died in full belief of the Christian faith ; but as I have
already hinted to you, his intellect, for a long time before his death,
was greatly weakened. Take him for all in all, he was one of the
best men I ever knew, and might have been happy but for the
unfortunate ‘set’ of his mind towards retrograde superstitions.”

The End.
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Another occasion similarly noted was Sunday evening, January 13th,
when I was visiting my friend Mr. Ranyard. I pointed it out to him,
The glow extended along Hunter Street in both directions from
his door, and was seen overhead from his garden and observatory.
In “ Knowledge,” January 4, is a letter from Captain Noble,
a trained astronomical observer, who writes from Maresfield, Uck-
field, as follows: “ Did any of my fellow-readers of ‘ Knowledge’
witness the sunset of Christmas Day? I ask because here, in
Sussex, the dense pall of fog, which obscured everything, turned
of a distinct crimson at and after the time at which the visible
sun would have been setting, and long after dark the fog was markedly
red. Thislast effect was very weird and ‘uncanny.’ I can only imagine
that the after-glow must have been vivid in the extreme to have
penetrated such dense mist as blotted out our landscape here.”

In this it is evident that Captain Noble regards the crimson fog
as a transmission or reflection of the upper glow. If such were the
case, my theory, ascribing it all to abnormal solar activity supplying
an excess of aqueous vapour in the upper atmosphere, would be
satisfied, but my own observations on the continuance of the
% uncanny ” tint up to midnight, and its production by gas-light, in-
dicate that whatever be its atmospheric source, that material descends
to earth-level.

It is true that on all these occasions of crimson fog the air has
been supersaturated with aqueous vapour, as shown by the drizzle
then prevailing, and the hanging drops on all the tree-twigs next
morning ; but I have seen similar supersaturation, similar mists, and
similar drizzle a few hundred times before, without observing the
crimson.

Can it be a case of “eyes and no eyes”? Has the crimson
always been there under like circumstances, but I have only seen it
lately since my attention has been specially directed to such pheno-
mena? This question will be answered in the affirmative if others
have seen these crimson fogs displayed by gas-light at other and much
earlier dates when the air has been similarly saturated.

If they have, then an excess of aqueous vapour may account for
all, and the theory of abnormal solar activity which I have propounded
above may be correct.

For its final settlement, its ignominious extinction or triumphant
confirmation, I have only to wait a while. If it is'correct, the whole
world will enjoy milder winters than usual ; this enjoyment tempered,
however, by much humidity, and in many places deep snowfalls.
The great rivers that are fed by snow-fields will be unusually swollen
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water by the scale, and the fracture of ‘the neck of water at some
distance from the solid surface.

The adhesion of a gas to a solid is strikingly shown by blackening -
a card or piece of metal by holding it over a candle-flame ; then
(when cooled) immersing the blackened substance in water. The
film of air will remain under water in spite of its ordinary buoyancy,
and the card or metal will come out quite dry.

Air being absolutely opaque and a perfect reflector of light when
viewed with sufficient obliquity through a medium denser than itself,
this film when thus viewed under water appears like polished silver,
and the soot below it is perfectly invisible through it.

This is an experiment that I devised many years ago for illustrating
the optical phenomena of total reflection to my classes in Birmingham.
When I have more note-space than at present I will show my readers
how by its means to imitate the mirage of the desert and other
allied phenomena.

THE FormATION OF LIMESTONE ROCKs.

NOTHER correspondent, who writes with an amusing assump-
tion of knowing all about it, is very severe upon my illustra-
tion in last December’s notes of the mode of formation of limestone
rocks by the experiment of blowing through a tube into lime water,
and thereby precipitating carbonate of lime ; and my statement on
page 610, that “most of the limestone rocks have been formed by
chemical action nearly resembling this precipitation.” As the subject is
of considerable intrinsic interest, I will explain it more fully. The cri-
tical correspondent says that “no one who has any practical acquaint-
ance with field geology can have failed to observe that a large number
of limestones are made up of corals, shells, and other marine organ-
isms.” So far he is right enough, but is evidently unable to proceed
further, or he would have perceived that my illustration referred
directly to rocks thus formed by marine animals.

These animals, like ourselves, exhale carbonic acid. In the ex-
periment I described, the carbonic acid exhaled from the lungs was
selected for convenience, but the skin exhales this gas as well as the
lungs. Abernethy estimates the quantity exhaled from the skin of a
full-grown man at 412 cubic inches per 24 hours. In the lower ani-
mals, where “differentiation” of function is carried out to a much
smaller extent, or, otherwise expressed, wherc there is less division
of organic labour, the skin does a larger proportion of respiration
and excretion ; and thus from the surface of such animals not only
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'orthy and industrious immigrants from Bagni di Lucca (between
aucca and Pisa) who form a large section of the Italian colony of
cather Lane and its surroundings. These Lucchesi are the image-
1akers and image-sellers, and general workers in plaster of Paris.

Among other useful lessons I learned from them was the use of the
o-called Dutch rushes, which are the dried stems of one of the most
bundant species of the equisetum (eguisetum kyemale), or *horse-
iil,” which grows on wet ground in this country and Holland. It
s well known to practical agriculturists as a tell-tale, indicating want
f drainage.

Plaster casts are made by pouring ‘plaster of Paris, mixed to a
reamy consistence with water, into a mould made of many pieces,
thich pieces are again held together in an outer or “ case mould” of
wo or three pieces. When the mould is removed piece by piece
ne ridges stand up on the cast where the plaster has flowed between
hese pieces. These ridges are removed by rubbing them obliquely
vith the surface of the stem of the dried equisetum. It cuts away
he plaster as rapidly as a file, but without leaving any visible file
narks., The surface left is much smoother than from fine emery or
flass-paper, and the rush does not clog nearly so fast as the paper.

In order to find the explanation of this I carefully burned some
mall pieces of the equisctum stem, mounted the unbroken ash on
nicroscope slides with Canada balsam, and examined its structure.
Fhis displayed a flinty cuticle, a scale armour made up of plates
f silica, each plate interlocking with its neighbours by means of
seautifully regular angular teeth, forming myriads of microscopic
iaw blades, which become loosened from each other and crumpled
1p in drying, and thus present their teeth obliquely to the surface.
Chese teeth supply the image-maker with a file of exquisite fineness,
ind harder than the best Sheffield steel. Their comparative freedom
rom clogging I think must be due to their loose aggregation while
1eld by the dried and shrivelled woody tissue of the sub-cuticle.

This natural file is used for other purposes, such as the polishing
f ivory, hard woods, and metal, but is only understood in certain
»bscure industrial corners. "

I here commend it to the attention of my readers, because I have
ust discovered a new use for it. Like many others I have been
rccasionally troubled by minute irregularities of the teeth lacerating
he tongue, and producing small ulcerations which, I am told, are
langerous to those who have passed middle age, being provocative
f cancer. A friendly dentist has ground down the offending pro-
ections with his emery wheel, and thus supplied reliefl. But in conse
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of the ultra-physical mathematician, as demanding no direct
evidence of its reality. As it is just possible to carry these specula-
tions a little too far, Brougham’s dialogues presenting other views of
the subject supply some wholesome reading.

When space permits, I will return to some other interesting
features of these dissertations, but, in the meantime, I cannot refrain
from expressing my conviction that the scientific attainments and
scientific work of the great man who wrote them are not sufficiently
appreciated at the present time, His more popular reputation as a
lawyer, orator, and statesman seems to have so much dazzled his
admirers as to render them unable to see his scientific merits.

The subjects in the second volume are : “ The Origin of Evil,”
“The Doctrine of Ubiquity,” “ Note upon the Resurrection,” * Note
on the Vis Medicatrix,” * Cuvier's Researches on Fossil Osteology,”
“The Labours of Cuvier's Successors,” and “ A Popular Abstract of
Newton’s Principia.” .

Outside of these volumes I may name the many admirable, yet
almost forgotten, contributions of Lord Brougham to the “ Library of
Useful Knowledge ” and the “Library of Entertaining Knowledge.”
IfI am not mistaken, “ The Penny Cyclopzdia ” and ¢ Penny Maga-
zine ” contain several minor procducts of his versatile pen. All of
them are models of literary composition.

W, MATHIEU WILLIAMS,
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BoOOK-BUYERS.

HE reading class, according to Mr. Freeman, is larger in the
United States than it is in England. To this may probably
be attribated the fact that in books dealing popularly with biblio-
graphical subjects our transatlantic kinsmen take the lead. A work
- like “ The Library ” of Mr. Lang frees us from the reproach of leaving
the subject untouched. Mr. Lang's admirable treatise is, however,
better calculated to delight the bibliophile than to teach the love of
books to those in whom it is not implanted. No long time has
elapsed since I drew attention to the fact that in a cultivated English
house the place assigned to books is contemptible. Irony keener
than is supplied by comparing the space devoted to bookshelves with
that assigned to any form of art is not easily conceivable. An eminent
English mathematician is reported to have expressed his astonishment
when he heard of two young American ladies having gone out
to purchase books, in the words: “ Buy books! In England
nobody buys a book !” Without being absolutely true, this assertion
is unpleasantly near the truth. Our system of reading books in clubs,
or borrowing them from circulating libraries, is fatal to close reading.
It may almost be maintained that no man who reads thoroughly a
book will be content to part with it. He knows where every thought
or description that has moved him is to be found ; the volume opens
of itself at his favourite passages, and his pencil-marks on the blank
leaf at the end help his memory when it is at fault. A volume
called ¢ The Home Library,” included in an American series known
as Appleton’s Home Books, shows that the value of books is
beginning to be felt in America. It might with advantage be
circulated in England. In this the opinions I have uttered, with the
brevity indispensable to Table Talk, are expanded, and a volume is
given to the world likely to be of service to the budding bibliophile,
and to shame those who have failed hitherto to regard the possession
of books as indispensable to refinement and culture.

AMERICAN VIEWS ON THE FORMATION OF A LIBRARY.

N one section the book to which I have referred would need
revision before it could be thoroughly suited to the English
public. The list of indispensable books it supplies is conven-
tional and American. The opening words of this section are, “ After
the Bible, the most important book in a library and the first to
be bought is a dictionary.” It then proceeds to decidc on the






THE

GENTLEMANS MAGAZINE.

ArriL 1884,

PHILISTIA.

By CeciL POWER.

CHAPTER IX.
THE WOMEN OF THE LAND.

“ R. LE BRETON ! Mr. Le Breton | Papa says Lynmouth
may go out trout-fishing with him this afternoon. Come
up with me to the Clatter. I'm going to sketch there.”

“ Very well, Lady Hilda; if you want my criticism, I don’t mind
if I do. Let me carry your things ; it’s rathera pull up, even for you,
with your box and easel ! ” )

Hilda gave him her sketch-book and colours, and they turned
together up the cleave behind the Castle.

A Clatter is a peculiar Devonshire feature, composed of leng loose
tumbled granite blocks piled in wild disorder along the narrow
summit of a saddle-backed hill. It differs from a tor in being less high
and castellated, as well asin its longer and narrower contour. Ernest
and Hilda followed the rough path up through the gorse and heather
to the top of the ridge, and then scrambled over the grey lichen-
covered rocks together to the big logan-stone whose evenly-poised
and tilted mass crowned the actual summit. The granite blocks
were very high and rather slippery in places, for it was rainy April
weather, so that Ernest had to take his companion’s hand more than
once in his to help her over the tallest boulders. It was a small delicate
hand, though Hilda was a tall well-grown woman ; ungloved, too, for
the sake of the sketching; and Hilda didn’t seem by any means
unwilling to accept Ernest’s proffered help, though if it had been
Lord Connemara who was with her instead, she would have scorned
assistance, and scaled the great mossy masses by herself like a
mountain antelope. Light-footed and lithe of limb was Lady TWs,
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care if I have tolive ina lodging with him, and wash up my own tea-
things ; I shall marry him ; that I'm resolved upon. He’s as mad as
a March hare about his Communism and his theories and things;
but I don’t care for that ; I could live with him in comfort, and I
couldn’t live in comfort with the Algies and Monties. In fact—I
believe—in a sort of way—I believe I’'m almost in love with him.
I have a kind of jumpy feeling in my heart when I'm talking with
him that I never feel when I'm talking with other young men, even
the nicest of them. He’s not nice ; he's a bear ; and yet, somehow,
I should like to marry him.”

““Mr. Le Breton,” she said aloud, “the sun’s all wrong for
sketching to-day, and besides it’s too chilly. I must run about a bit
among the rocks.” (“ At least I shall take his hand to help me,” she
tbought, blushing.) “ Come and walk with me ! It’s no use trying to
draw with one’s hands freezing.” And she crumpled up the unfinished
sketch hastily between her fingers. Ernest jumped up to follow her ;
. and they spent the next hour scrambling up and down the Clatter,
and talking on less dangerous subjects than Lady Hilda’s matrimonial
aspirations.

“Still, I shall make him ask me yet,” Lady Hilda thought to
herself, as she parted from him to go up and dress for dinner. “I
shall. manage to marry him, somehow ; or if I don’t marry him, at
any rate I'll marry somebody like him.” For it was really the
principle, not the person, that Lady Hilda specially insisted upon,

CHAPTER X.
THE DAUGHTERS OF CANAAN.

May, beautiful May, had brought the golden flowers, and the
trees in the valley behind the sleepy old town of Calcombe Pomeroy
were decking themselves in the first wan green of their early spring
fcliage. . The ragged robins were hanging out, pinky red, from the
hedgerows ; the cuckoo was calling from the copse beside the mill-
stream ; and the merry wee hedge-warblers were singing lustily from
the topmost sprays of hawthorn, with their full throats bursting
tremulously in the broad sunshine. And Ernest l.e Breton, too,
filled with the season, had come down from Dunbude for a fortnight’s
holiday, on his promised visit to his friend Oswald, or, to say the
truth more plainly, to Oswald’s pretty little sister Edie. For Ernest
had fully made up his mind by this time what it was e T come






Philistia. 321

b'ushel once more in her bewitching fashion. * Lady Hilda! Oh,
she’s a very queer girl, indeed ; she’s not at all clever, really, but
she has the one virtue of girls of her class—their perfect frankness.
She’s frank all over—no reserve or reticence at all about her.
Whatever she thinks she says, without the slightest idea that you'll
see anything to laugh at or to find fault with in it. In matters of
knowledge, she’s frankly ignorant. In matters of taste, she’s frankly
barbaric. In matters of religion, she’s frankly heathen. And in
matters of ethics, she’s frankly immoral—or rather extra-moral,” he
added, quickly correcting himself for the misleading expression.

¢ ] shouldn’t think from your description she can be a very nice
person,” Edie said, greatly relieved, and pulling a few tall grasses at
her side by way of hiding her interest in the subject. ‘“She can’t
be a really nice girl if she’s extra-moral, as you call it.”

¢ Oh, I don't mean she’d cut one’s throat or pick one’s pocket,
you know,” Ernest went on quickly, with a gentle smile. ¢ She’s got
a due respect for the ordinary conventional moralities like other
people, no doubt ; but in her case they're only social prejudices, not
genuine ethical principles. I don’t suppose she ever seriously asked
herself whether anything was right or wrong or not in her whole life-
time. In fact, I'm sure she never did ; and if anybody else were to
do so, she’d be immensely surprised and delighted at the startling
originality and novelty of thought displayed in such a view of the
question.” ‘

“ But she’s very handsome, isn't she?” Edie asked, following up
her inquiry with due diligence.

“ Handsome ? oh, yes, in a bold sort of actress fashion. Very
handsome, but not, to me at least, pleasing. I believe most men
admire her a great deal ; but she lacks a feminine touch dreadfully.
She dashes away through everything as if she was hunting ; and
she dees hunt, too, which I think bad enough in anybody, and
horrible in 2 woman.”

“ Then you haven't fallen in love with her, Mr. Le Breton? I
half imagined you would, you know, as I'm told she’s so very
attractive.”

“ Fallen in love with %4er, Miss Oswald! Fallen in love with
Hilda Tregellis! What an absurd notion! Heaven forbid it ! ”

“Why so, please?”

“ Why, in the first place, what would be the use of it? Fancy
Lady Exmoor’s horror at the bare idea of her son’s tutor falling in
love with Lady Hilda! I assure you, Miss Oswald, she would
evaporate at the very mention of such an unheard-of enormity. A
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better. ¢ Then you can't love me, Miss Oswald,” he said, looking at
her closely. “I'm sorry for it, very sorry for it ; but I'm grieved if I
have seemed presumptuous in asking you.”

This time the two tears trickled slowly down Edie’s cheek—not
very sad tears either—and she answered hurricdly, “Oh, I don’t
mean that, Mr. Le Breton, I don’t mean that. You misunderstand
me, I'm sure you misunderstand me.”

Ernest caught up the trembling little hand again. “ Then you can
love me, Edie? ” he said eagerly, “ you can love me?”

Edie answered never a word, but bowed her head and cried a
little, silently. Ernest took the dainty wee gloved hand between his
own two hands and pressed it tenderly. He felt in return a faint
pressure. :

¢ Then why won't you let melove you, Edie? " he asked, looking
at the blushing girl once more.

“Oh, Mr. Le Breton,” Edie said, rising, and moving away from
the path a little under the shade of the big elm-tree, *“ it’s very wrong
of me to let you talk so. I mustn’t think of marrying you, and you
mustn’t think of marrying me. Consider the difference in our
positions.”

‘s that all?” Ernest answered gaily.  Oh, Edie, if that's all, it
isn't a very difficult matter to settle. My position’s exactly nothing,
for I've got no money and no prospects ; and if I ask you to marry
me, it must be in the most strictly speculative fashion, with no date and
no certainty. The only question is, will you consent to wait for me till
I'm able to offer you a home tolive in ? It’s asking you a great deal,
I know; and you've made me only too happy and too grateful
already ; but if you'll wait for me till we can marry, I shall live all my
life through to repay you for your sacrifice.”

“ But, Mr. Le Breton,” Edie said, turning towards the path and
drying her eyes quickly, “ I really don’t think you ought to marry me.
The difference in station is so great—even Harry would allow the
difference in station. Your father was a great man, and a general,
and a knight, you know ; and though my dear father is the best and
kindest of men, he isn’t anything of that sort, of course.”

A slight shade of pain passed across Ernest’s face. ‘“Edie,” he
said, “ please don't talk about that—please don’t. My father was a
just and good man, whom I loved and honoured deeply ; if there’s
anything good in any of us boys, it comes to us from my dear father.
But please don't speak to me about his profession. It's one of the
griefs and troubles of my life. He was a soldier, and an Indian
soldier too ; and if there’s anything more certain (0 wme than the
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I will wait for you as long as ever you wish ; and I'm so happy, oh
so happy.”

There was a pause for a few moments, and then, as they walked
homeward down the green glen, Edie said, with something more of her
usual archness, ‘“So after allyou haven't fallen in love with Lady Hilda !
Do you know, Mr. Le Breton, I rather fancied at Oxford you liked
me just a little tiny bit ; but whenI heard you were going to Dunbude
I said to myself, ¢ Ah, now he’ll never care for a quiet country girl like
me !’ And when I knew you were coming down here to Calcombe,
straight from all those grand ladies at Dunbude, I felt sure you'd
be disenchanted as soon as you saw me, and never think anything
more about me.”

“Then you liked me, Edie?” Ernest asked eagerly. “You
wanted me really to come to Calcombe to see you? ”

“ Of course I did, Mr. Le Breton. I've liked you from the first
moment I saw you.”

“I'm so glad,” Ernest went on quickly. I believe all real love
is love at first sight. I wouldn’t care myself to be loved in any other
way. And you thought I might fall in love with Lady Hilda?"”

¢ Well, you know, she is sure to be so handsome, and so
accomplished, and to have had so many advantages that I have never
had. I was afraid I should seem so very simple to you after Lady
Hilda.”

¢ Oh, Edie ! ” cried Ernest, stopping a moment, and gazing at
the little light airy figure. “I only wish you could know the
difference. Coming from Dunbude to Calcombe is like coming from
darkness into light. Up there one meets with nobody but essentially
vulgar-minded selfish people—people whose whole life is passed in
thinking and talking about nothing but dogs, and horses, and
partridges, and salmon ; racing, and hunting, and billiards, and
wines ; amusements, amusements, amusements, all of them coarse
and most of them cruel, all day long. Their talk is just like the talk
of grooms and gamekeepers in a public-house parlour, only a little
improved by better English and more money. Will So-and-so win
the Derby? What a splendid run we had with the West Somerset
on Wednesday! Were you in at the death of that big fox at
Coulson’s Corner? Qught the new vintages of Madeira to be bottled
direct or sent round the Cape like the old ones? Capital burlesque
at the Gaiety, but very slow at the Lyceum. Who will go to the
Duchess of Dorsetshire’s dance on the twentieth :—and so forth for
ever. Their own petty round of selfish pleasures from week’s end
to week's end—no thought of anybody else, no thought ol the wat
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some equally extraordinary notions—liberty, equality, fraternity, and
a general massacre, probably ; and he had picked up Harry Oswald
as a suitable companion in his revolutionary schemes and fancies.
There was no knowing what stone wall one of those mad Le Bretons
might choose to run his head against. Still, the practical difficulty
remained—how could she extricate herself from this awkward dilemma
in such a way as to cover herself with glory, and inflict another bitter
humiliation on poor Mrs. Oswald? If only she had known sooner
that Ernest was stopping at the Oswalds, she wouldn’t have been so
loud in praise of the Le Breton family ; she would in that case have
dexterously insinuated that Lady Le Breton was only a half-pay
officer’s widow, living on her pension ; and that her boys had got
promotion at Oxford as poor scholars, through the Archdeacon’s
benevolent influence. It was too late now, however, to adopt that
line of defence ; and she fell back accordingly upon the secondary
position afforded her by the chance of taking down Mrs. Oswald’s
intolerable insolence in another fashion.

“QOh, he’s out walking with your daughter, is he?” she said,
maliciously. ¢ Out walking with your daughter, Mrs. Oswald, no?
with your son. I saw her passing down the meadows half an hour
ago with a strange young man; and her brother stopped behind
near the mill-pond. A strange young man; yes, I noticed
particularly that he looked like a gentleman, and I was quite
surprised that you should let her walk out with him in that
extraordinary manner. Depend upon it, Mrs. Oswald, when young
gentlemen in Mr. Le Breton's position go out walking with young
women in your daughter’s position, they mean no good by it—they
mean no good by it. Take my advice, Mrs. Oswald, and don’t
permit it. Mr. Le Breton’s a very nice young man, and well brought
up, no doubt—I know his mother’s a woman of principle—still,
young men will be ycung men ; and if your son goes bringing down
his fine Oxford acquaintances to Calcombe Pomeroy, and you and
your husband go flinging Miss Jemima—her name’s Jemima, I
think—at the young men’s heads, why, then, of course, you must
take the consequences—you must take the consequences!” And
with this telling Parthian shot discharged carefully from the shadow -
of the doorway, accompanied by a running comment of shrugs, nods,
and facial distortions, old Miss Luttrell successfully shufled herself
out of the shop, her list unfinished, leaving poor Mrs. Oswald alone
and absolutely speechless with indignation. Ernest Le Breton never
got a note of invitation from the Squire’s sister ; but before nightfall
all that was visitable in Calcombe Pomeroy had heard at full length of
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ard disappointmert.  She had rever thought of that herself, and she
was hurt that Harry shoz’d thick and speak of it at such a moment.
She felt with a sigh it was tnworthy of him and unwerthy of the
cecasion. Truly the iron of Pi and its evaluations had entered deeply

into his soul !

CHarTER XL
CULTURE AND CULTURE.
“1 woNDER, Berkeley,” said Herbert Le Breton, examininga coin

curiously, * what on carth can ever have induced you, with your ideas
and fzelings, to become a parson !”
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¢ My dear Le Breton, your taste, like good wine, improves with
age,” answered Berkeley, coldly. ¢ There are many reasons, any
one of which may easily induce a sensible man to go into the Church.
For example, he may feel a disinterested desire to minister to the souls
of his poorer neighbours ; or he may be first cousin to abishop ; or he
may be attracted by an ancient and honourable national institution ;
or he may possess a marked inclination for albs and chasubles ; or he
may reflect upon the distinct social advantages of a good living ; or he
may have nothing else in particular to do ; or he may simply desire
to rouse the impertinent curiosity of all the indolent quidnuncs of
his acquaintance, without the remotest intention of ever gratifying
their underbred Paul Pry proclivities.”

Herbert Le Breton winced a little—he felt he had fairly laid
himself open to this unmitigated rebuff—but he did not retire
immediately from his untenable position. 1 suppose,” he said
quietly, “ there are still people who really do take a practical interest
in other people’s souls—my brother Ronald does for onc—but the
idea is positively too ridiculous. Whenever I read any argument
upon immortality it always scems to me remarkably cogent, if the
souls in question were your soul and my soul ; but just consider the
transparent absurdity of supposing that every Hodge Chawbacon,
and every rheumatic old Betty Martin, has got a soul, too, that must
go on enduring for all eternity ! The notion’s absolutely ludicrous.
What an infinite monotony of existence for'the poor old creatures to
endure for ever—being bored by their own inane personalities for a
million &ons ! It's simply appalling to think of ! ”

But Berkeley wasn’t going to.be drawn into a theological
discussion—that was a field which he always sedulously and success-
fully avoided. ¢ The immortality of the soul,” he said quietly, “is
a Platonic dogma too frequently confounded, even by moderately
instructed persons like yourself, Le Breton, with the Church’s very
different doctrine of the resurrection of the body. Upon this latter
subject, my dear fellow, about which you don’t seem to be quite clear
or perfectly sound in your views, you'll find some excellent remarks in
Bishop Pearson on the Creed —a valuable work which I had the
pleasure of studying intimately for my ordination examination.”

“Really, Berkeley, you’re the most incomprehensible and
mysterious person I ever met in my whole lifetime ! ” said Herbert,
dryly. “I believe you take a positive delight in deceiving and
mystifying one. Do you seriously mean to tell me you feel any
interest at the present time of day in books written by bishops? ”

“A modern bishop,” Berkeley answered calmly, “1s an wapie.
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your pretty feathery wings ruthlessly clipped with a pair of doc-
trinaire, ethico-socialistic scissors. To Calcombe, then, to Calcombe
—and not a day’s delay before I get there. So much of thought, in
his own quaint indefinite fashion, flitted like lightning through Arthur
Berkeley’s perturbed mind, as he stood gazing wistfully for one
second out of his pretty latticed creeper-clad window. Then he
remembered himself quickly with a short little sigh, and turned to
answer Herbert Le Breton’s last half-sneering innuendo.

¢ Something more than a pretty face merely,” he said, surveying
Herbert coldly from head to foot; ““a heart too, and a mind, for all
her flitting, not wholly unfurnished with good, sensible, solid mahogany
English furniture. You may be sure Harry Oswald’s sister isn’t
likely to be wanting in wits, at any rate.”

“QOswald’s a curious fellow,” Herbert went on, changing the
venue, as he always did when he saw Berkeley was really in earnest;
‘““ he’s very clever, certainly, but he can never outlive his bourgeois
origin, The smell of tea sticks about him somehow to the end of
the chapter. Don’t you know, Berkeley, there are some fellows
whose clothes seem to have been born with them, they fit so perfectly
and impede their movement so little ; while there are other fellows
whose clothes look at once as if they’d been made for them by
a highly respectable but imperfectly successful tailor. That’s just
what I always think about Harry Oswald in the matter of culture.
He’s got a great deal of culture, the very best culture, from the very
best shop—Oxford, in fact—dressed himself up in the finest suit of
clothes from the most fashionable mental tailor ; but it doesn’t seem
to fit him naturally. He moves about in it uneasily, like 2 man un-
accustomed to be clothed by a good workman. He looks in his
mental upholstery like a greengrocer in evening dress. Now there’s
all the difference in the world between that sort of put-on culture
and culture in the grain, isn’t there? You may train up a grocer’s
son to read Dante, and to play Mendelssohn’s Lieder, and to
admire Fra Angelico; but you can’t train him up to wear these
things lightly and gracefully upon him as you and I do, who come
by them naturally. Ve are born to the sphere ; /e rises to it.”

“You think so, Le Breton?” asked the curate with a quict and
suppressed smile, as he thought silently of the placid old shoemaker.

“ Think so ! my dear fellow, I'm sure of it. I can spot a man o{
birth from a man of mere exterior polish any day, anywhere. Talk
as much nonsense as you like about all men being born free and
equal—they’re not. They’re born with natural inequalities in their
very rerve and muscle. When I was an undergraduate, T startled
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is never sneered at But it's very different with the shopkeeper.
Naturally a little prone to servility—that comes from the very neces-
sities of the situation—and laudably anxious to attain the level of
those he considers his superiors, he gets laughed at on every hand.
Being the next class below society, society is always engaged in try-
ing to keep him out and keep him down. On the other hand, he
naturally forms his ideal of what is fine and worth imitating from the
example of the class above him ; and therefore, considering what
that class is, he has unworthy aims and snobbish desires. Either in
his own person, or in the persons of his near relations, the wholesale
merchant and the manufacturer—all bourgeois alike—he supplies
the mass of mouveaux riches who are the pet laughing-stock of all
our playwrights, and novelists, and comic papers.  So the bourgeois
who really knows he has something in him, like Harry Oswald, feels
from the beginning painfully conscious of the instability of his
position, and of the fact that men like you are cutting jokes behind
his back about the smell of tea that still clings to him. That’s a
horrible drag to hold a man back—the sense that he must always be
criticised as one of his own class—and that a class with many recog-
nised failings. It makes him self-conscio.s, and 1 believe self-con-
sciousness is really at the root of that slight social awkwardness you
think you notice in Harry Oswald. A working-man’s son need never
feel that. I feel sure there are working-men’s sons who go through
the world as gentlemen mixing with gentlemen, and never give the
matter of their birth one moment’s serious consideration. Their
position never troubles them, and it never neced trouble them. Put
it to yourself, now, Le Breton. Suppose I were to tell you my father
was a working shoemaker, for example, or a working carpenter,
you'd never think anything more about it ; but if I were to tell you
he was a grocer, or a baker, or a confectioner, or an ironmonger,
you'd feel a certain indefinable class-bariier set up between us two
immediately and cver after. Isn’t it so, now?”

“ Perhaps it is,” Herbert answered, dubitatively. “ But as he'’s
probably neither the one nor the other, the hypothesis isn’t worth
seriously discussing. I must go off now; I've got a lecture at
twelve.  Good bye. Don’t forget the tickets for Thursday’s
concert.”

Arthur Berkeley looked after him with a contemptuous smile.
“The outcome of a race himself,” he thought, “ and not the best
side of that race either. I was half tempted, in the heat of
argument, to blurt out to him the whole truth akout the dear gentle
old Progenitor ; but I'm glad I didn’t now. After all, it's no use ta
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music-paper, began writing down the score of a little song at which
he had been working. So he continued till lunch-time, and then,
turning to the table when the scout called him, took his solitary
lunch of bread and butter, with a volume of Petrarch set open before
him as he eat. He was lazily Englishing the soft lines of the
original into such verse as suited his fastidious ear, when the scout
came in suddenly once more, bringing in his hand the mid.day
letters. One of them bore the Calcombe postmark. ¢ Strange,”
Berkeley said to himself, “ at the very moment when I was thinking
of going there. An invitation, perhaps ; the age of miracles is not
yet past—don’t they see spirits in a conjuror’s room in Regent
Street >—from Oswald, too ; by Jove, it must be an invitation.” And
he ran his eye down the page rapidly, to see if there was any mention
of little Miss Butterfly. Yes; there was her name on the second
sheet ; what could her brother have to say to him about her?

“ We have Ernest Le Breton down here now,” Oswald wrote,
‘“on a holiday from the Exmoors’, and you may be surprised to hear
that I shall probably have him sooner or later for a brother-in-law.
He has proposed to and been accepted by my sister Edith ; and
though it is likely, as things stand at present, to be a rather long
engagement (for Le Breton has nothing to marry upon), we are all
very much pleased about it here at Calcombe. He is just the exact
man I should wish my sister to marry ; so pleasant and good and
clever, and so very well connected. Felicitate us, my dear
Berkeley !”

Arthur Berkeley laid the letter down with a quiet sigh, and
fulded his hands despondently before him. He hadn’t seen very
much of Edie, yet the disappointment was to him a very bitter one.
It had been a pleasant day-dream, truly, and he was loth to part with
it so unexpectedly. “Poor little Miss Butterfly,” he said to himself,
tenderly and compassionately ; * poor, airy, flitting, bright-eyed little
Miss Butterfly. I must give you up, must I, and Ernest Le Breton
must take you for better, for worse, must he? La reyne le veult, it
seems, and her word is law. I'm afraid he’s hardly the man to make
you happy, little lady ; kind-hearted, well-meaning, but too much in
earnest, too much absorbed in his ideas of right for a world where
right’s impossible, and every man for himself is the wretched sordid
rule of existence. He will overshadow and darken your bright little
life, I fear me ; not intentionally—he couldn’t do that—but by his
Quixotic fads and fancies ; good fads, honest fads, but fads wholly
impracticable in this jarring universe of clashing interests, where he
who would swim must keep his own head steadily above water,ad
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He crumpled the letter up in his fingers, and flung it half angrily
into the waste-paper basket, as though it were the embodied day-
dream he was mentally apostrophising. It was sermon-day, and he
had to write his discourse that very afternoon. A quaint idea seized
him. “ Aha,” he said, almost gaily, in his volatile irresponsible
fashion, “I have my text ready; the hour brings it to me unsought ;
a quip, a quip ! I shall preach on the Pool of Bethesda : ¢ While I am
coming, another steppeth down before me.” The verse seems as if
it were made on purpose for me; what a pity nobody else will
understand it !” And he smiled quietly at the conceit, as he got the
scented sheets of sermon-paper out of his little sandalwood davenport.
For Arthur Berkeley was one of those curiously compounded natu-es
which can hardly ever be perfectly serious, and which can enjoy a
quaintness or a neat literary allusion even at a moment of the
bitterest personal disappointment. He could solace himself for a
minute for the loss'of Edie by choosing a text for his Sunday’s sermron
with a prettily-turned epigram on his own position,

(70 be continued.)
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literary qualities of which will be found to impart interest to the
discussion of the driest paleographical facts.

The written language of Egypt, with which our story begins, must
in its origin have been a language of pictures quite independent of
the spoken language of the people by whom it was used. It is as
truly a natural human impulse to express thought by means of
pictures as by means of sounds. A population of intelligent deaf-
mutes (if such an extravagant supposition may be permitted for the
sake of illustration) might conceivably in the course of centuries
have developed a written language equal in copiousness and precision
to any of the spoken languages with which we are acquainted. In
such a language the name of a visible object would of course be its
portrait, and abstract ideas would be expressed by pictures in some
way capable of suggesting them. The picture-language of Egypt,
however, being used not by deaf-mutes, but by men in possession of
a spoken language, could not fail, as soon as it began to aim at any
high degree of precision, to become more and more conformed
to the model of oral speech. When the Egyptian scribe met with a
word which he found it difficult to render by a pictorial symbol, it
was a natural resource tc represent it by the figure of some object
whose name coincided with it in sound. By way of illustration, if
the English language were written hieroglyphically instead of pho-
netically, we might render the verb *“to read ” by the picture of a
reed. 1f we were anxious that our picture-writing should not share
in the ambiguity of our pronunciation, we might prevent all mistake
by appending the figure of a book. This procedure would be
identical with that which was actually adopted, not only in the
Egyptian writing, but in all the other hieroglyphic systems which
attained a similar degree of development. The pronunciation of a
longer word could sometimes be indicated by a combination of two
or more verbal symbols, after the fashion of a “rebus” or
“charade.” Of the ingenious devices occasionally resorted to by
the Egyptian scribes, Mr. Taylor quotes an amusing instance. The
name of the lapis lazuli was Akested, and as the words Zkesf and teb
meant respectively “stop” and “pig,” the hieroglyph for A/ested
was a picture of a man stopping a pig by seizing its tail. Contriv-
ances of this kind, however, failed to meet all the cases in which
phonetic representation was desirable. A great step in advance was
made by employing certain characters to denote merely the initial
syllables of the words which they originally represented. In process
of time a limited number out of these syllabic signs came to express
merely the initial sound of the syllables for which they stead. n
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have been largely due to the peculiar character of the Egyptian spoken
language, which is remarkable for the enormous number of distinct
meanings which were expressed by a single sound.%.The language
must in fact have required, in order to be understood, a great deal
of help from gesture and intonation, the piace of which was supplied
in the written language by the “ideographs” and “ determinatives.”
A purely alphabetical system of writing would probably have been
as ill adapted to the Egyptian lznguage as to the modern Chinese.
However this may be, the fact remains that while the glory
of inventing the alphabet belongs to the Egyptians, it was left for
another people to take the further step in advance by which that
invention became so incalculably important an instrument in the
development of human culture.

However well fitted the Egyptian picture-writing might be for
monumental purposes, it was in its original form far too laborious,
and required far too much skill in its employment, to be available
for the needs of every-day life. The attempt to employ the hiero-
glyphic characters for hurried writing on papyrus naturally resulted
in very greatly modifying their forms. More than 2000 years before
Christ there had already been developed a style of rapid writing, the
signs of which bore only a very vaguc general resemblance to their
pictorial prototypes. During the period in which this current-hand
(commonly known as the Early Hieratic) was in use, the north of
Egypt was under the sway of a foreign people, kindred, in language
at least, with the Pheenicians and the Hebrews. Throughout the
five or six centuries of this alien domination, the royal patronage of
art and literature ceased to exist, and those ages left no memorials
in the form of great public buildings or hieroglyphic inscriptions,
But the culture existing among the Egyptian people could not be
destroyed, nor could the ruling race fail to be influenced by the
superior civilisation of their subjects. Many of them doubtless
learned to speak the Egyptian language in addition to their own,
and some of them would be initiated into the use of the Hieratic
writing. It would often happen that in the course of an Egyptian
document a Semitic scribe had to write a proper name belonging to
his own people, or one of the words which the Egyptians had
borrowed from his native tongue. The task would not present any
great difficulty ; but in accomplishing it the problem of reducing a
Semitic language to writing was solved. The further step to a con-
tinuous Semitic text would be made almost unconsciously. In this
new application of the Hieratic characters the useless symbolic and
syllabic signs weuld naturally be discarded, and the system wowd be
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‘haracters, however, would still continue to be called by the names
f the objects the form of which they originally imitated. The letter
d, for instance, which in its Hieratic form resembles a rudely-written
igure 3, would still retain its name mu/ak%, “an owl.” The adapters
f this alphabet to Semitic use would, therefore, be familiar with the
act that the Egyptian letters were designated by names of visible
ibjects, to whick, except in a few cases, the forms of the characters
ore no special resemblance. As these Egyptian names would be
mintelligible to those of their kinsmen who knew only their own
anguage, they would naturally be led to substitute for them a set of
jemitic object names commencing with the proper initials. Just in
he same manner, as Mr. Taylor points out, the Slavonic nations, in
dopting the Greek alphabet, replaced the names of de/a and delta by
he words bu4s and dobro, meaning * beech ” and “ oak.”

As this analogy shows, there is no necessity for supposing that the
iemitic letter-names would in all cases contain some allusion to the
hapes of the characters. The essential thing was that they should
ave the proper initial sound. At the same time, if there were more
han one possible object after which a letter could be named, the
reference would no doubt be given to one which happened to
esemble it in form. This consideration fully accounts for those
esemblances which Semitic scholars have long ago pointed out
etween the early forms of the Pheenician letters and the objects
esignated by their names; and it supplies, moreover, one of the
10st striking evidences in favour of the genuineness of De Rougé’s
iscovery. For there are some of the Pheenician letters which in
heir earliest known forms bear not the faintest resemblance to the
bjects from which they are named, whereas if we refer to their
Tieratic prototypes the appropriateness of the appellations is at once
vident. For example, no ingenuity can discover any reason why
1e Pheenician g and p should have been called respectively ¢ camel ”
nd “mouth;” but in their Hieratic equivalents it needs little
xertion of fancy to sec the figures of a couchant camel and of the
seth and lower lip. As ten centuries intervened between the
doption of the Egyptian alphabet by the Phcenicians and the date
f its earliest appearance in Semitic inscriptions, it is not wonderful
1at the forms of the letters should have undergone considerable
lterations. The marvel rather is that after the lapse of a thousand
ears the Pheenician characters should have retained so much
ssemblance to their Egyptian originals as may be scen in Mr.
‘aylor’s comparative table.

The alphabet thus invented by the Semites of the Delta was
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to denote the vowel ¢. The vowels # and ¢ were expressed by the
Semitic characters for w and y, which at the end of a word had
probzbly already in Pheenician come to be pronounced as vowels.
There thus remained only the vowel o, for which the Greeks chose
the Semitic ayin, the original sound of which was a soft guttural
breathing.

By means of these contrivances, the Greeks were for a time able
to content themselves with the original twenty-two letters of the
Pheenicians. The primitive Greek alphabet may be approximately
represented by taking the modemn printed capitals as far as T, and
inserting in their proper places three other letters which in later
times went out of use. Those lost letters are zax, which followed
E, and had the form of our English F and the sound of w ; san,
shaped nearly like M, and pronounced s; and 4¢fpa, resembling
our Q, and sounded as 2 The two last of these letters were placed
between IT and P. At an early date the Greeks added a twenty-
third letter, Y or V (upsilon), which was originally nothing else than
an alternative form of the Phcenician zaw, but was reserved to
express the vowel sound of that letter, the consonantal power of
which was denoted by F. The process by which the four concluding
letters of the later Greek alphabet were developed is extremely
interesting, but its history does not belong to the special subject of
this paper.

Some of the letters of the Phcenician alphabet, in their original
use, denoted sounds which were unknown in the Greek language.
The Semitic Aketh was a strong guttural aspirate, and when first
adopted by the Greeks was used to express the sound of 4 It
afterwards became the symbol of the combination /¢, and finally of
the long & The three letters which the Greeks named t/eta, san,
and %oppa originally denoted peculiarly strong sounds of #, s, and
k. San and koppa were not distinguished in Greek pronunciation
from sigma and kappa, and therefore were dropped in the later
alphabet. Zhefa was at first employed to express the sound of ¢
when followed by % (6H), and subsequently was used by itself as
the sign of the complex sound 7k It should be understood that
the ancient sound of #%efa was not that of the English 74 in the
word “thorn,” but that of the same letters in ‘“neatherd.” The
omission of wau from the later alphabet was due to the fact that the
sound which it represented had died out in Greck pronunciation.

The most conspicuous of the changes introduced by the Greeks in
the Pheenician graphic system was that relating to the direction of
the writing. The Pheenicians wrote from right to left ; the Greeks
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lowing 21 letters, the forms of which are fairly represented by the
Wdern capitals :—
ABCDEFZHIKLMNOPQRSTVX
is alphabet is identical with that of the Greeks of Cuma, except
slight variations in the form of some of the letters, and the
iission of tketa, xi, san, phi, and cki.  One or two of the characters,
wever, underwent a change of pronunciation. The Latin language
Juired a character to denote the sound of £, for which the Greek
thabet provided no exact equivalent. We might have supposed
it the Latins would for this purpose have adopted the letter p/i,
+ early pronunciation of which was that of g, followed by 4, nearly
in our word shepherd. What they actually did was to give the
wer of f to the Greek wax. It is possible that the Campanian
ionists pronounced this letter as %, a sound which has a tendency
‘pass iato f, as in the Aberdeen pronunciation of ¢ fat,” * far,” for
at and where. The letter V was taken to express the sound of
as well as that of . As the Romans in the early stages of their
tory came very largely under the influence of their Etruscan
ighbours, in whose language the sound of g did not exist, the
rd letter of the alphabet came to be used indifferently for ¢ and £
terwards a distinction was made by adding a little stroke to the
1 of the C when it stood for & When the Z fell into disuse, the
w character G was inserted in the vacant seventh place in the
»habet.
The Roman alphabet ended with X down to the 1st century B.C,,
ien the large importation of Greek words into the Latin language
1dered necessary the introduction of two supplementary characters.
1e of these was Y, the contemporary form of the Greek wupsilon ;
it letter having undergone a change in pronunciation since the
1e when it was adopted into the Latin alphabet as V. The other
s Z, which, as we have seen, the Romans had formerly discarded
useless.
In modern times three new letters, J, U, and W, have been added
the classical Latin alphabet. The process by which these letters
te evolved (/nvented, in the popular sense of the word, they never
re) is very easily traced. The Latin I, when preceding a vowel,
s pronounced as y, and in the middle ages this sound passed into
or dzh. The letter, therefore, had two very different sounds
cording to its position. Now in the manuscripts of the 1s5th
ntury it became customary to write an initial I with a curved
urish. There thus arose two distinct forms of the character.
1ese were adopted by the early printers, but were still employed
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where it became the basis of the ornate caligraphy for which the
Irish scribes were famous. The Irish missionaries introduced their
peculiar form of writing into Northumbria. From Northumbria it
passed, through the agency of the famous Englishman, Ealhwine
(Alcuinus), to the court of Charlemagne, and was transformed into
the character known as the Caroline minuscule, which rapidly
superseded both the uncials and the various continental forms of
current-hand. The new style of writing was at first remarkable for
its compactness and legibility, but after the lapse of four or five
centuries it began to degenerate into the straggling and intricate
black-letter. The scholars of the Italian Renaissance, however,
modelled their own handwriting after the more elegant character
which they found in the classical manuscripts of the tenth and eleventh
centuries. The types used by the early printers of northern Europe
were imitated from the contemporary manuscript black-letter, while the
printers of Rome and Venice copied the neater writing in use in their
own country, which thus became the parent of our modern Roman
and italic letters. The modern written characters are derived partly
from the manuscript black-letter, and partly from the Italian hand-
writing of the Renaissance. Into the origin of the individual letters
of the various modern minuscule alphabets it is impossible here to
enter. It may, however, be mentioned that the dot over the ¢ was
introduced in medieval manuscripts for the sake of legibility.
Without the aid of some such mark it would have been impossible to
distinguish between s and u/, when written with the letters joined
together. The dot over the /, although not necessary for the purpose
of distinction, was added in consequence of thc original identity of
this letter with &,

It remains to say a few words respecting the names of the letters.
The names alpha, beta, gamma, delta, &c., which the Greeks had
borrowed from the Semitic nations, seem to have been at first adopted
by the Romans. As, however, these designations were found too
cumbrous to be used in the spelling of words, they were discarded, and
their place was supplied by the monosyllables a, 2, c¢, e, &c., which
have been retained by the modern nations of Europe. Thesc names
require little explanation. The apparent anomaly of saying ¢f; ¢/, em,
en, er, ¢s, instead of fe, /e, me, &c., is to be accounted for on the
“ principle of least effort” ; the “ continuous ” consonants being easier
to pronounce at the end of a syllable, while the *stopped” con-
sonants naturally prefer an initial position. The name zed is the
Greek sefa, the letter, as has already been shown, having been of late
introduction into the Latin alphabet. The only one of the Rowan






LYNDHURST.

OTHING is so interesting as the discussion of a many-
sided character, which offers different modes of treatment
according to various prejudices or the comparative mystery of the
transactions in which it figured. The popular or even vulgar idea of
Lord Lyndhurst has been that he was a sort of Machiavel, or a
political adventurer, flexible in his views, and ready to take service
with either side ; while old people who recall his earlier days repeat
stories of a flexibility in other ways. Sir Theodore Martin has
now been cleaning the old picture, has “got off ” half a century
of dirt, has restored, and varnisked, and regilt the frame. This task,
it seems, was done to the order of the family, and there is a feeling, on
reading the defence, that the whole is more laboured and ingenious than
convincing. There is too much of a favourite form, “ Would it be
likely that Lord Campbell,” “Is it credible,” “ A man would not
have deserved the name,” &c. Many of Lord Campbell’s charges
and vituperative attacks are disposed of by showing mistakes
and inconsistencies in detail ; but the impression remains that the
story is right in the main. But even these refutations seem halting
and insufficient. Dealing with some of these first, we shall show from
instances, trivial as they are, that they have little force as a refutation.
Lord Lyndhurst was in court, Lord Campbell tells us, when
he heard the news of his wife’s death. “ He swallowed a large
quantity of laudanum and set off to see her remains.” Now, says
Sir T. Martin gravely, ‘“ had Lord Campbell really known anything
of Lord Lyndhurst as a friend, he would have known that he took
laudanum every night. Out of this practice Lord Campbell’s fiction
was manufactured.” But had he not shown that he knew something
“as a friend ”? for a person that takes laudanum every night would
most probably take it on a sudden shock of thiskind. The laudanum
of the day-time may have been a fiction, but not, certainly, because
it was also taken at night. Sir T. Martin virtually comes in aid of
the story, though he does not see it. He also quotes Lyndhurst as
praising a display of great loyalty, zeal, and unanimity. “ Strange
words,” says Sir T. Martin, “for one supposed ‘o be devokedly
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that the Temple is shut up at night. But, ¢ confra, do not some of
the sccuts live in the Temple, or have business there of nights
bringing in suppers, oysters, &c., and could not onc get excited
and disputatious over a dry legal topic? But it is absurd arguing
onstoriex. Too much importance has been attached to the charge
of his having been a Jacobin and having changed his opinions.
But the real force of the accusations lay in his constant denials.
And this, too, joined with the curious cloud of shiftiness that seemed to
attach to his political acts. ‘There is a passage in Lord Campbell’s
diary which he himself did not publish or use. When they were both
rising men at the bar, Scarlett reminded him that he uscd to be called
“ Jacobin Copley,” which the other said was a calumny invented at
the time, on which Scarlett replied, “ I remember it perfectly.”

Sir T. Martin gives subsiantial proof of the attentions and friend-
liness of Sir R. Peel when Lord Lyndhurst was advanced in life.
But Sir T. Martin tries to prove too much when he makes out thatall
the stories of previous hostility are Lord Campbell’s fictions. The
latter mentions Peel studiously pretending not to pay attention when
Lyndhurst was enforcing his views. But friendliness at a late period
does not negative previous hostility. As well might Sir ‘I'. Martin
argue from the cordiality that now exists between Mr. Gladstone and
Mr. Chamberlain that it was a pure fiction that only four years ago
the Iatter had bitterly described him as the ‘“meanest of statesmen,”
with much more coarse abuse.

To show what little confidence Sir R. Peel had in Lyndhurst,
Lord Campbell declares that he issued the famous Tamworth
manifesto without consulting him. With some triumph Sir T. Martin
asks what will be thought of such a statement, when the fact is that it
was actually settled and adopted in Lord Lyndhurst’s own dining-
room. This at first seems to dispose of the imputation. But we find
that it was a mere cabinet dinner—where Sir Robert showed it to all
his colleagues when complete, to receive their approbation. The
obvious meaning of Lord Campbell was that he had not consulted
his important colleague on the paper and planned or drawn it up in
concert with him.

Again, Sir T. Martin has a curious lack of appreciation in trifling
matters, which gives rise to reasonable suspicions of his judgment in
greater ones. Thus, he describes Lord Eldon advising his friend to
choose a short title, saying it would be easily and quickly written,
as he would have to sign it often. “ He #kept this friendly hint in
view,” says Sir T. Martin, “and the result was” Zyndhursi—a long
and rather difficult word to write, Sir T. Martin also decides thak Yoo
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also said he had been “a demagogue,” and ke had been on the
same circuit.

On almost every change of Government we find this consistent
politician being proposed to be continued in office by the incoming
party. When the Tories fell in 1830, in a conversation with Mr.
Greville, he seemed to say that a chancellorship oughkt to have
been put in commission, 'and that he himself might have been
called on to fill it in a few months. Without going deeply into
politics, it certainly strikes one as singular that the appearance of
Lyndhurst, in any striking situation, is always attended by some
awkward shifty associations. A defence of some kind has to be
offered, and there is an air of suspicion about. When the *true-
blue” Tories declined serving under Mr. Canning, it seemed odd
that Copley should have consented tp join Lis ranks. That in this
first step he should be looked on as a deserter is characteristic, and
this is shown by a little sketch in “Lord Kingsdown’s Recollec-
tions ” :—* Lord Lyndhurst was engaged to dine the following weck
at a large political party of his old colleagues, I forget at what house,
and, having abandoned them, to their great annoyance, he had some
- doubt whether he should keep his engagement. After consulting

with his wife, however (the then Iady Lyndhurst), they determined
that it would be cowardly to stay away, and that they would face it
out. Lord Lyndhurst says that he took down to dinner Mrs.
Arbuthnot, who did nothing but reproach and abuse him the whole
time that he sat by her ; but Lady Lyndhurst was taken down by
Lord Eldon, who was most marked in his attentions and courtesy to
her, and in enabling her to overcome the awkwardness of the position
in which she could not but feel she was placed.” Lord Kingsdown
adds, significantly, “ Soon after Lord Lyndhurst’s appointment, some
new King's Counsel were made, amongst others Brougham and my
great frierd (as he afterwards became) Bickersteth. These pro-
motions sufficiently showed on what political support Canning
relied.” In the suspicious transaction of Lyndhurst’s accepting the
Chief Baronship from the Tories, Sir T. Martin appeals to
Brougham's eagerness that he should take the place, and his assu-
rances that no pledge was given or asked for; it was a disinterested
act done to secure a good judge for the public benefit. These im-
partial appointments are so rare that one is inclined to be suspicious.
The reason of Brougham’s eagerness is plainly revealed in his letters
and cenduct—he wished to have a precedent which would help him,
- as he was feverishly anxious to get back to freedom and public life.
But as to the disintcrestedness on the part of Lords Grey and
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does not know that I have submitted her letter to you, and should you think it
right to send me a few lines which might be shown to her, and of course to the
unfortunate master, advert only to what I have said, not what I have shown you.
. « . God knows whether the King is sincer¢ or not, but is it not frightful to see
him acting as he does, while at the same time he detests his agents?

A copy of Her Majesty's letter was enclosed :
THE QUEEN To LorD IIowke.
Pavilion, 18th January.

My LorD,—I thank you most sincerely for having communicated to me Lady
Ely’s letter, which I have burnt, according to your wish, after its perusal. I read
it to the King, who was as much pleased with it as I was. /s eyes are open and
see the grear difficultios in which he is placed.  He sces everything in the right light,
but I am afraid he is fixed that no other administration could be formed at present
among your friends, and thinks they are aware of it themselves. How far he is
right or ot I cannot pretend to say, for I do not understand thesc important
things, but I should like to know what the Duke of Wellington thinks, for he
must be a good judge of this'question.”

This is surely a significant communication ; and later, at a greater
crisis, the Zimes (or rather Lord Brougham) declared “ The Queen
has done it al.” This little backstairs plot might be fairly adduced
in confirmation.

_ But, notwithstanding the Queen’s doubts, matters advanced,
and by March it was plain they had brought the King to agree with
their plans. For we find the ex-chamberlain writing in this strain—

““DEAR Sig,—1I have just seen the King, and he has not any answer yet from
Lord Grey, and nothing whatever passed between him and the King. /ray, for
God’s sake, have Peel ready.”

Have Peclready ! But, alas, that was not to be.  And again—

¢’ Pray, my dear Duke, DEPEND UroN THE KING. Assure your party, if

they will be staunch, he will be so.”
Which suggests Marshal MacMahon and the Fourtous, &c. The only
difficulty was, who was to strike the blow. But the instrument had been
found. What more natural than that the name of the pliant Lyndhurst
should be suggested, and it was no mere coincidence, surely, that
just as the King's mind was ripe for action, the ex-chancellor
should have brought forward and carried his famous motion.

If we were told now-a-days that one of the chief justices had
rushed to the House and defeated ministers on a bill which had
been read twice in both Houses, and had then gone to the King and
set about making a ministry, the cry would have been raised of scan-
dalous indecency—outrage of all public decorum. But if, in addi-
tion, it was found that the leader of his party in the House of Commons
had taken no share in the business, and that he had worked on his
own hand, what conclusion would have been drawn? 1n \he case ot
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uttered so damaging for the sagacity of the prophet. The reseived
attitude of Lord Lyndhurst in the whole affair, and the prognostica-
tions of failure which he was to utter presently, give rise to suspicions,
and it certainly seems likely that a man of such mental power and
sagacity must have foreseen the issue at the very beginning.

We need not go over the oft-told tale of the collapse of the whole
plot and the ignominious surrender of the King, who was obliged to
take back his old ministers. But is it too much to say that, while
one has some respect for the Duke, who was “left in the lurch,” one
feels little respect for the crafty man who had led the attack in the
House, defeated ministers, and tried hard to supplant them and
failed, bungling the matter in the most clumsy fashion. His situa-
tion was indeed pitiable if not laughable. He had lost his office—
and he had been chancellor for a few days !

While Lord Grey was waiting for a summons, the plan of the
court party, now grown desperate, was to work the King up to a final
act of resistance ; he, setting his back against the wall, was to make
a general appeal to the country for aid. Lord Munster and the
Duke of Buckingham here again come on the scene. While the
letters were passing between the King and Lord Grey, the first-named
nobleman was writing to the Duke of Wellington.

*¢ After thirteen hours, since the King’s answer last night to Lord Grey, his
lordship is come. 1 know not what has passed, but the King repeated to me, five
minutes before Lord Grey came in, that nothing showld make him create peers.
He is most stout. For God’s sake be sure, if the King is driven to the wall, of
leel.  An appeal to him and his countrymen could not be disregarded.

In support of this policy, the Duke of Buckingham, who was in
a state of excitement, addressed no fewer than three despatches to
the Duke : at noon, at two o’clock, and at midnight.

At two, he wrote, I speak from AUTHORITY.  Ze Aing will not make peers.
All depends upon Peel.”

Then he asks, ‘“‘Would it be right to prepare Peel for this appeal to his
allcgiance as a subject 2

At midnight he wrote, ** 7#4e person has been with me. . . . I asked whether
the King would let the hattle be fought out in the Ilouse of Lords between the
parties, the King engaging not to make peers. The King, he said, would not
make any peers. The King was pledged very deep indced upon the other points,”

How the unforiunate King was pressed at this moment may be
gathered from what Sir D. Le Marchant heard, viz., that * during
this interval the hopes of the Tories revived ; and the Queen, who
had warmly espoused their cause, wrote, even after the King had
seen Lord Grey, to an intimate friend, *“ I do not despair yet. Lord
Dover told me that he had seen the letter.”
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But whilst the difference in these respects between barbarism and
civilisation is thus one that rather touches the surface than the sub-
stance of war, the result is inevitably in either state a difderent code
of military etiquette and sentiment, though the difference is far less
than in any other points of comparison between them. When the
nations of Christendom therefore came in contact with unknown
and savage races, whose customs seemed different from their own
and little worthy of attention, they assumed that the latter recognised
no laws of war, much as some of the earlier travellers denied the
possession or faculty of speech to people whose language they could
not interpret. From which assumption the practical inference
followed, that the restraints which were held sacred between enemies
who inherited the same traditions of military honour had no need to
be observed in hostilities with the heathen world. It is worth while,
therefore, to show how baseless was the primary assumption, and
how laws of war, in no way disimilar to those of Furope, may be
detected in the military usages of barbarism.

To spare the weak and helpless was and is a common rule in the
warfare of the less civilised races. The Guanchesof the Canary Islands,
says an old Spanish writer, “ held it as base and mean to molest or
injure the women and children of the enemy, considering them as
weak and helpless, therefore improper objects of their resentment ;
neither did they throw down or damage houses of worship.”! The
Samoans considered it cowardly to kill a woman :2 and in America
the Sioux Indians and Winnebagoes, though barbarous enough in other
respects, are said to have shown the conventional respect to the
weaker sex.® The Basutos of South Africa, whatever may be their
customs now, are declared by Casalis, one of the first French
Protestant missionaries to their country, to have respected in their
wars the persons of women, children, and travellers, and to have
spared all prisoners who surrendered, granting them their liberty on
the payment of ransom.4

Few savage races were of a wilder type than the Abipones of
South America ; yet Dobritzhoffer, the Jesuit missionary, assures us
not only that they thought it unworthy of them to mangle the bodies
of dead Spaniards, as other savages did, but that they generally spared
the unwarlike, and carried away boys and girls uninjured. The
Spaniards, Indians, Negrces, or Mulattoes whom they took in war

V In Pinkerton, xvi. 817.

2 Turner's Ninetecen Years in Samoa, 304.
8 Schoolcraft’'s Indian Tribes, iv. 53.

¥ The Basutos, 223.
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Samoan symbol for an act of submission in deprecation of further
hostilities conveys some indication of the possible origin of these
pacific symbols. The conquered Samoan would carry to his victor
some bamboo sticks, some fireawood, and some small stones ; for as a
piece of.split bamboo was the original Samoan knife, and small stones
and firewood were used for the purpose of roasting pigs, this symbol
of submission was equivalent to saying : “Here we are, your pigs, to
be cooked if you please, and here are the materials wherewith to do
it:” ! In the same way the elephant’s tusk or the whale’s tooth may
be a short way of saying to the victor: ¢ Yours is the strength of the
elephant or the whale ; we recognise the uselessness of fighting with
youa.”

In the same way many savage tribes take the greatest pains to
impress the terms of treaties as vividly as possible on the memory of
the contracting parties by striking and intelligible ceremonies. In
the Sandwich Islands, a wreath woven conjointly by the leaders ot
either side and placed in a temple was the chief symbol of pecace. On
the Fiji Islands, the combatant forces would meet and throw down
their weapons at one another’s feet. The Tahitians wove a wreath of
green boughs, furnished by each side ; exchanged two young dogs ;
and having also made a band of cloth together, deposited the wreath
and the band in the temple, with imprecations on the side which
should first violate so solemn a treaty of peace.? On the Hervey
Islands, the token of the cessation of war was the breaking of a num-
ber of spears against a large chestnut tree ; the almost imperishable
coral tree was planted in the valleys to signify the hope that the
peace might last as long as the tree ; and after the drum of peace had
been solemnly beaten round the island, it was unlawful for any man
10 carry a weapon, or to cut down any iron-wood, which he might
turn into an implement of destruction.

Even the custom of proclaiming that a war is not undertaken
against a people but against its rulers is not unknown in savage life.
The Ashantee army used to strew leaves on their march, to signify
that their hostility was not with the country they passed through but
only with the instigators of the war ; they told the Fanteces that they
had no war with them collectively, but only with some of them.? How
common a military custom this appeal to the treason of an enemy is,
notwithstanding the rarity of its success, everybody knows. When, for
instance, the Anglo-Zulu war began, it was solemnly proclaimed that
the British Government had no quarrel with the Zulu people : it was

! Turner’s Samoa, 298. t Ellis’s Polynesian Rescarches, i. 275,
* Hutton’s Poyage to Africa, 1821, 337.
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deal with the bearer of a white flag from a Russian or Italian
enemy.

The reverse principle, which is yet in vogue, that with barbarians
you must or may be barbarous, leads to some curious illustrations of
civilised warfare when it comes in conflict with the less civilised
races. In one of the Franco-Italian wars of the sixteenth century,
more than 2,000 women and children took refuge in a large moun-
tain cavern, and were there suffocated by a party of French soldiers,
who set fire to a quantity of wood, straw, and hay, which they stacked
at the mouth of the cave ; but it was considered so shameful an act,
that the Chevalier Bayard had two of the ringleaders hung at the
cavern’s mouth.! Yet when the French general Pélissier in this cen-
tury suffocated the unresisting Algerians in their caves, it was even
defended as no worse than the shelling of a fortress ; and there is
evidence that gun-cotton was not unfrequently used to blast the
entrance to caves in Zululand in which men, women, and children
had hoped to find shelter against an army which professed only to be
warring with their king.? .

The following description of the way in ‘which, in the Ashantee
war, the English forces obtained native carriers for their transport
service is not without its instruction in this respect :—

“We took to kidnapping upon a grand scale. Raids were made
on all the Assin villages within reach of the line of march, and the
men, and sometimes the women, carried off and sent up the country
under guard, with cases of provisions. Lieutenant . . . .
rendered immense service in this way. Having been for some time
Commandant of Accra, he knew the coast and many of the chiefs ;
and having a man-of-war placed at his disposal, he went up and down
the coast, landing continually, having interviews with chiefs, and
obtaining from them large numbers of men and women ; or when
this failed, landing at night with a party of soldiers, surrounding
villages, and sweeping off the adult population, leaving only a few
women to look after the children. In this way, in the course of a
month, he obtained several thousands of carriers.”3

And then a certain school of writers talk of the love and respect
for the British Empire which these exhibitions of our might are
calculated to win from the inferior races! The Ashantees are
disgraced by the practice of human sacrifices, and the Zulus have

' Petitot’s Alémoires, xv. 329.

2 The cvidence is collected in Cetschivayo’s Dutchman, 99-103.

3 Henty's Marck to Coomassie, 443. Compare Reade’s Askantce Campaign,
241-2, .
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The same effect resulted in Roman history, when the extended
dominion of the Republic brought her armies into contact with foes
beyond the sea. The Roman annalists bear witness to the deteriora-
tion that ensued both in their modes of waging war and in the
national character.! Itis in an Asiatic war that we first hear of a
Roman general poisoning the springs? ; in a war for the possession
of Crete that the Cretan captives preferred to poison themselves
rather than suffer the cruelties inflicted on them by Metellus? ; in
the Thracian war that the Romans cut off their prisoners’ hands, as
Casar afterwards did those of the Gauls.* And we should remember
that a practical English statesman like Cobden foresaw, as a possible
evil result of the closer relations between England and the East, a
similar deterioration in the national character of his countrymen.
“ With another war or two,” he wrote, “in India and China, the
English people would have an appetite for bull-fights, if not for
gladiators.”

Nor is there often any compensation for such results in the im-
proved condition of the tribes whom it is sought to civilise after the
method recommended by Sepulveda. The happiest fate of the
populations he wished to see civilised by the sword was where they
anticipated their extermination or slavery by a sort of voluntary
suicide. In Cuba, we are told that “ they put themselves to death,
whole families doing so together, and villages inviting other villages
to join them in a departure from a world that was no longer toler-
able.”® And so it was in the other hemisphere; the Ladrone
islanders, reduced by the sword and the diseases of the Spaniards,
took measures intentionally to diminish their numbers and to check
population, preferring voluntary extinction to the mercies of the
Jesuits ; till now a leper’s hospital is the only building left on what
was once one of the most populous of their islands.

It must, however, be admitted in justice to the Spaniards, that
the pricciples which governed their dealings with heathen races
infected more or less the conduct of colonists of all nationalities. A
real or more often a pretended zeal for the welfare of native tribes
came among all Christian nations to co-exist with the doctrine, that
in case of conflict with them the common restraints of war might Le
put in abeyance. What, for instance, can be worse than this, told of
the early English settlers in America by one of themselves? “The
Plymouth men came in the mean time to Weymouth, and there pre-

V. Florus, ii. 19; iii. 43 Velleius Daterculus, ii. 1. 2 Jhid. ii. 2.
8 Jhid. iii. 7. s Jbid. 45 Casarde Bello Gallico, ix. 44.
8 Morley’s Cobden, i'. 355. ¢ Sir A, llclps's Las Casas, 29.
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wourite one in barbarian warfare. The Portuguese used them in
jrazil when they hunted the natives for slaves.! And an English
fficer in a treatise he wrote in the last century as a sort of military
uide to Indian warfare suggested coolly : “Every light horseman
ught to be provided with a bloodhound, which would be useful to
ind out the enemies’ ambushes and to follow their tracks. They
rould seize the naked savages, and at least give time to the horse-
sen to come up with them.”? In the Molucca Islands the use of
w0 bloodhounds against a native chief was the cause of a great
onfederacy between all the islands to shake off the Spanish and
‘ortuguese yoke.? And even in the war waged by the United
itates in Florida from 1838 to 1840, General Taylor was authorised
o send to Cuba for bloodhounds to scent out the Indians; nor,
coording to one account, was their aid resorted to in vain.*

Poison too has been called in aid. Speaking of the Yuta Indians,
. traveller assures us that “as in Australia, arsenic and corrosive
ublimate in springs and provisions have diminished their number.”$
\nd in the same way “poisoned rum helped to exterminate the
Fasmanians.” ¢

But there is worse yet in this direction. The Portuguese in
Brazil, when the importation of slaves from Africa rendered the
apture of the natives less desirable than their extermination, left the
Jlothes of persons who had died of small-pox or scarlet fever to be
ound by them in the woods.” And the caravan traders from the
Missouri to Santa Fé are said, by the same method or in presents of
obacco, to have communicated the small-pox to the Indian tribes of
hat district in 1831.% The enormous depopulation of most tribes
sy the small-pox since their acquaintance with the whites is one of
‘he most remarkable results in the history of their mutual connection ;
10t is it likely ever to be known to what extent the coincidence was
iccidental.

It is pleasant to turn from these practical illustrations of the
theory that no laws of war need be regarded in hostilities with savage
tribes to the only recorded trial of a contrary system, and to find,

! Eschwege’s Brazil, i. 186; Tschudi's Reisen durch Sudameriia, 1. 263.

* Parkman's Expedition against Ohkie Indians, 1764, 117.

3 Argensola, Les Isles Molucques, i. 6o.

4 Drake’s Biography and History of the Indians, 489, 490.

8 R. C. Burton’s City of the Saints, 5765 Kyre's Centrai Australia, il. 17 5-9.°

¢ Borwick's Zast of the Tasmanians, 58,

' Tschudi’s Reisen, ii. 262,

8 Maccoy’s Baptist Indian Missions, 441; Froebel's Secen Years in Cenitral
America, 272; Wallace’s Trazels on the Amazon, 326,
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to war, but to war which at every stage was readily open to proposi-
tions of peace, and in which any unnecessary outrage on the persons
or property cf their enemy was punished with death,

Something will have been done for the cause of this better
method of civilising the lower races, if we forewarn and forearm our-
selves against the symptoms of hostilities with them by a thorough
understanding of the conditions which render such hostilities prob-
able. For as an outbreak of fever is to some extent preventible by a
knowledge of the conditions which make forfevers, so may the outbreak
of war be averted by a knowledge of the laws which govern their
appearance. The experience which we owe to history in this respect
is amply sufficient to enable us to generalise with some degree of
confidence and certainty as to the causes or steps which produce
wars or precede them ; and from the remembrance of our dealings
with the savage races of South Africa we may forecast with some
misgivings the probable course of our connection with a country like
New Guinea.

A colony of Europeans ia proximity with barbarian neighbours
naturally desires before long an increase of territory at the expense
of the latter. The first sign of such a desire is the expedition of
missionaries into the country, who not only serve to spy it out for the
benefit of the colony, but invariably weaken the native political force
by the creation of a division of feeling, and of an opposition between
the love of old traditions and the temptation of novel customs and
ideas. ‘T'he innovating par:iy, being at first the smaller, consisting
of the feeblest and poorest members of the community, and of
those who gladly flock to the mission-stations for refuge from their
offences against tribal law, the missionarics soon perceive the impos-
sibility of further success without the help of some external aid. The
help of a friendly force can alone turn the balance of influence in
their favour, and they soon learn to contemplate with complacency
tne advantages of a military conquest of the natives by the colony or
mother-country. The evils of war are cancclled, in their eyes, by
the delusive visions of ultimate benefit, and, in accordance with a
not uncommon perversion of the moral sense, an end that is assumed
to be religious is mace to justify measures that are the reverse.

When the views and interests of the colonial scttlers and of the
missionaries have thus, inevitably but without design, fallen into
harmony, a war is certain to be not far distant. Apparently acci-
dental, it is in reality as certain as the production of green from a
mixture of blue and yellow. Some dispute about boundaries, some
passing act of violence, will serve for a reason of quarre), whidh Wi\
presently be supported by a fixed array of collateral pretexts. The
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ver the world conversion is from the native point of view the same
iing as disaffection, and war is dreaded as the certain consequence
f the adoption of Christianity. The French bishop, Lefebvre, when
sked by the mandarins of Cochin China, in 1847, the purpose of his
isit, said that he read in their faces that they suspected him “of
aving come to excite some outbreak among the neophytes, and
erhaps prepare the way for an European army”; and the king was
afraid to see Christians multiply in his kingdom, and, in case of war
ith European powers, combine with his enemies.” !

The story is the same in Africa. “Not long after I entered the
ountry,” said the missionary, Mr. Calderwood, of Caffraria, “a
rading chief once said to me, ¢ When my people become Christians,
aey cease to be my people.’” 2 The Norwegian missionaries were
or twenty years in Zululand without making any converts but a few
estitute children, many of whom had been given to them out of
ity by the chiefs,® and their failure was actually ascribed by the
.ulu king to their having taught the incompatibility of Christianity
rith allegiance to a heathen ruler. ¢ In 1877, a Zulu of authority
xpressed the prevalent native reasoning on this point in language
thich supplies the key to disappointments that extend much further
ban Zululand : “We will not allow the Zulus to become so-called
hristians. It is not the king says so, but every man in Zululand.
fa Zulu does anything wrong, he at once goes to a mission-station,
md says he wants to become a Christian ; if he wants to run away
vith a girl, he becomes a Christian ; if he wishes to be exempt from
ierving the king, he puts on clothes, and is a Christian ; if a man is
in umtagati (evil-doer), he becomes a Christian.” &

It is on this account that in wars with savage nations the destruc-
jon of mission-stations has always been so constant an episode.
Nor can we wonder at this when we recollect that in the Caffre war of
1851, for instance, it was a subject of boast with the missionaries that
t was Caffres trained on the mission-stations who had preserved the
English posts along the frontiers, carried the English despatches, and
lought against their own countrymen for the preservation and defence
of the colony.® It is rather a poor result of all the money and labour
that has been spent in the attempt to Christianise South Africa, that
the Wesleyan mission-station at Edendale should have contributed an
efficient force of cavalry to fight against their countrymen in the

Y Anmals of the Propagation of the Faith, viii. 280-6.

* Caffres and Caffre Missions, 210.

8 Memorials of Henrictta Robertson, 259, 308, 353. 4 1bid. 352,
8 Colenso and Darnford’s Zulu War, 215.

¢ Holden’s History of Natal, 210, 211,
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tial page of history unfolds to us one uniform tale of civil war, perse-
cution, conquest, and extirpation in whatever regions they can boast
of more at least of the semblance of success.

Another measure in the interests of peace would be the organisa-
tion of a class of well-paid officials whose duty it should be to
examine on the spot into the truth of all rumours of outrages or
atrocities which are circulated from time to time, in order to set the
tide of public opinion in favour of hostile measures. Such rumours
may, of course, have some foundation, but in nine cases out of ten
they are false. So lately as the year 1882, the Zimes and other
English papers were so far deceived as to give their readers a
horrible account of the sacrifice of 200 young girls to the spirits of
the dead in Ashantee ; and the people were beginning to ask them-
selves whether such things conld be suffered within reach of an
English army, when it was happily discovered that the whole story
was fictitious. Stories of this sort are what the Germans call Zex-
denzliigen, or lies invented to produce a certain effect. Their effect
in rousing the war-spirit is undeniable ; and, although the healthy
scepticism which has of recent years been born of experience affords
us some protection, no expenditure could be more economical than
one which should aim at rendering them powerless by neutralising
them at the fountain-head.

In the preceding historical survey of the relations in war between
communities standing on different levels of civilisation, the allusion,
among some of the rudest tribes, to laws of war very similar to those
supposed to be binding between more polished nations tends to dis-
credit the distinction between civilised and barbarian warfare. The
progress of knowledge threatens the overthrow of the distinction,
just as it has already reduced that between organic and inorganic
matter, or between animal and vegetable life to a distinction founded
rather on human thought than on the nature of things. Anditis
probable that the more the military side of savage life is studied, the
fewer will be found to be the lines of demarcation which are thought to
establish a difference in kind in the conduct of war by belligerents in
different stages of progress. The difference in this respect is chiefly
one of weapons, of strategy, and of tactics ; and it would seem that
whatever superiority the more civilised community may claim in its
rules of war is more than compensated in savage life both by the
less frequent occurrence of wars and by their far less fatal character.

But, however much the frequency and ferocity of the wars waged
by barbarian races as compared with those waged by civilised nations
has been exaggerated, there is no doubt but that in wariate, mote
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than in anything else, there is most in common between civilisation
and savagery, and that the distinction between them most nearly dis.
appears. In art and knowledge and religion the distinction between
the two is so wide that the evolution of one from the other seems
still to many minds incredible ; but in war, and the thoughts which
relate to it, the points of analogy cannot fail to strike the most in-
different. We see still, in either condition, the same notions of
the glory of fighting, the same belief in war as the only source of
strength and honour, the same hope from it of personal advance-
ment, the same readiness to seize any pretext for resorting to it, the
same foolish sentiment that it is mean to live without it.

Then only will the distinction between the two be final, complete,
and real, when all fighting is relegated to barbarism, and regardedas
unworthy of civilised humanity ; when the enlightenment of opinion,
which has freed us already from such curses as slavery, the torture-
chamber, or duelling, shall demand instinctively the settlement of all
causes of quarrel by peaceful arbitration, and leave to the lower
races and the lower creation the old-fashioned resort to a trial of
violence and might, to competition in fraud and ferocity.

J. A. FARRER




THE BLOODY ASSIZES.

S HE standard of revolt had been raised, had fluttered for a brief
. while in the breeze, and then, beaten down by the strong arm
possession, had ingloriously fallen. Stimulated by the discontent,
ich the acts of James the Second in favour of his Roman Catholic
sjects had excited throughout the country, the once indulged but
w exiled bastard of the late king had crossed over from Amster-
n, and taken up arms in defence of oppressed Protestantism and
support of his own cause. Never was there a man less fitted to
y the part of a leader of insurrection than the Duke of Monmouth.
re his handsome face and graceful bearing there was little in his
=ts or his conductto win the hearts of men and command the
sotion of a following. He was weak, wanting in capacity, easily
. and consequently vacillating and impulsive, whilst the once
le character of the man had been so softened by the dominion
ich luxury and voluptuousness had obtained over him as to render
3, if not timid, at least averse to dangerous enterprises. It was
y after much prayer and pressing that he had consented to quit his
le, and make a fight for what, he was assured, would prove an easy
quest. He was then in Holland, living the quict lifc of a man
sed by his sovereign’s displeasure to fly his country, but who,
iced by all the charms and devotion of woman’s love, had become
anciled to expatriation. Here he, shortly after the accession of
1es the Second, had gradually developed into the leadership
1 little band of plotters and fugitives, which was bent upon ex-
ing the hated Stuart from the English throne, and at one blow
nping out his oppressive policy. After much deliberation a plan
action was drawn up; a list of adherents was framed ; arms and
nunition were obtained ; and at last in the grey of the early
rn of June 11, 1685, a little fleet of Dutch-built ships was seen
yding off the rocky coast which fringes the port of Lyme in
rsetshire. Boats were lowered from the distant shipping filled
1 armed men and rowed towards the harbour. In a couple of
irs it was known throughout the town that the Duke of Mon-
uth had landed with a large following from over \he weas, 2
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said the Duke, content to leave to the wishes of a free parliament ;
for the present he fought only to re-establish the Protestant religion,
and the overthrown constitution of the country.

When rebellion is successful it is patriotism ; it is only when
insurrection fails that it is dubbed treason. During the first few weeks
it seemed as if the movements of Monmouth were to prosper and his
claims to be allowed. Though the recruiting was chiefly confined to
the labouring classes, partisans came in by hundreds to enrol them-
selves under his standard, and soon his following assumed a some-
what formidable force. So confident was he in his resources that he
resolved to march uponTaunton and there further swell his ranks. His
reception was all that could be desired. The whole town went over
as it were bodily to his side ; he had himself formally proclaimed
king, and for the second time issued proclamations denouncing
James as a usurper, and the Parliament then sitting at Westminster
as an illegal assembly. Yet such anathemas did little hurt to
the cause he opposed. The House of Commons had offered a
reward of five thousand pounds for his apprehension ; royal troops
were rapidly marching west to oppose his progress, whilst new taxes
were freely suggested and as freely raised to enable the king to up-
hold his own. Then the collision ensued and the result could have
but one issue. Arrayed against the ill-disciplined forces of Mon-
mouth, composed of tradesmen, yeomen, and ploughmen, commanded
by a few country gentlemen who had never borne arms and a sprinkling
of officers who had seen some service abroad, were the Blues com-
manded by Churchill, afterwards the great Marlborough, and a large
body of infantry and cavalry under Faversham. The rcbels soon
saw themselves nonplussed. They wandered aimlessly about the
country for some days, not knowing what course to pursue, until they
found themselves brought up face to face with the foe on the swarripy
common of Sedgemoor, a few miles from Bridgewater. Under cover
of the night Monmouth marched his men to attack the royal troops ;
a brief conflict ensued ; then the Duke finding the enemy too strong
for him put spurs to his horse and rode off the field for dear life.
Shortly after his flight the rebel forces were completely crushed, and
the revolt which was to have placed a new sovereign on the throne
and restored to the country the Protestantism of the past, was at an
end. The next day, at the break of dawn, Monmouth was discovered
by his pursuers famished and hiding in a ditch in the New Forest.
Under a strong guard he was taken first to Ringwood, and then by
easy stages through Farnham, Guildford, and Rochester to London.

And nowitwouldseem as if the captivehad but one course to 3dogt.
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fashion to picture Jeffreys as a man whose features were so repellent
that instinctively the gaze of all who came in contact with him was
averted ; yet from the only portrait we possess of this inhuman judge
the face in repose was far from being a true index of the man’s cruel,
relentless disposition. The brow was broad and open, the eyes were
blue and well cut, their expression rendered somewhat savage by the
straight, thick eyebrows that surmounted them ; the nose was aqui-
line, its bridge thin and well defined, but the nostrils coarse and wide;
the upper lip was short, and its deep curl indicative of scorn and
humour ; the mouth was the worst feature, large and thick-lipped,
with the harsh lines on each side full of temper; the chin was resolute
and determined. It was only when inflamed by anger or by the
drink now necessary to support his nervous system, that the face
which in repose was handsome, became almost hideous from the
furies raging behind its mask. As to the nature of the man there
never has been any dispute : cruel, vindictive, servile when servility
suited his purpose, yet overbearing to inferiors, utterly unprincipled,
be enjoys the unenviable reputation of being the basest judge that
in any civilised country has ever been called upon to hold the scales
of justice. His abilities were of a high order, and he had risen to
the position of Chief Justice by placing his talents entirely at the
disposal, now of the Roundhead, then of the Cavalier ; now of the
Protestant, then of the Papist; yet proving himself on every occasion
not only ready to do what he was bidden, but to do it so effectually
as left nothing to be desired.

Accompanied by four other judges, he early in September sct out
upon his western tour. That summer no assizes had becn held on
the western circuit, but a special commission had been now appointed
to try criminals for all the counties upon it, at the head of which was
Jeffreys ; by a second commission he was also deputed commander-
in-chief over all the king’s forces within the same limits. The title
by which he was known was that of “The Lord General Judge.”
On entering Hampshire he was met by a strong military guard and
escorted to Winchester, at which town he was first to open his com-
mission. Unlike its neighbouring county of Somerset, Hampshire
had taken no active share in fomenting the revolt ; only on the
collapse of the luckless enterprise many of Monmouth’s adherents,
after the battle of Sedgemoor, had fled within its borders to take
shelter. Their asylum had, however, been kept so secret that only two
fugitives had been apprehended. The first case which therefore came
up before Jefireys for trial was that of giving harbour to the king’s
enemies. It is acase impossible still to read without ite and indiygpeban.
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was shown that the sentence was not in accordance with law, for
even if Alice Lisle had given shelter to Hicks, the man had not yet
been convicted, and therefore, in the eyes of the law was innocent ;
how then could this aged dame be condemned for having harboured
a rebel when his treason had still to be proved? Then the loyalty of
the prisoner was duly set forth ; how well she was disposed to the
present dynasty, how her son wore the king’s uniform, and * particu-
larly that she was an enemy to the king’s foes in the time of the
late wars.” Her great age, her sex, her infirmities were also enlarged
upon, and brought forward as so many claims upon the royal mercy.
In vain. The harsh King had given full powers to her judge, and
declined to interfere. To Jeffreys all appeal was, of course, nugatory;
the prisoner was his first victim, to pardon her would be destructive
of the terror he wished his commission to inspire. If Alice Lisle
were condemned, and all her petitions ignored, what hope then had
those who had been actually engaged as principals in the late rise ?
One favour—terrible indeed was the penalty when such an alternative
was deemed a favour |—was granted this ill-starred gentlewoman.
She had begged that execution might be altered from burning to
beheading, and her prayer had been acceded to. Nobly and bravely
~Ilike many another good woman who has had to face a cruel death
—she went to herdoom. We read, “On Wednesday, the 2nd of
September, in the aftegnoon, Alice Lisle was brought to execution,
which was performed upon a scaffold erected in the marketplace in
the city of Winchester, when she behaved herself with a great deal of
Christian resolution.” One of the first acts of the next reign was to
have the attainder of ¢ Alice Lisle, widow,” made null and void on
the grounds that her prosecution had been “irregular and undue,”
and that the verdict had been ¢ injuriously extorted and procured by
the menaces and violences and other illegal practices of George, Lord
Jeffreys, then Lord Chief Justice of the King’s Bench.” In the
official record before me the name of Alice Lisle stands alone as the
one victim of this assize.!

1 ¢¢ An Account of the Proceedingsagainst the Rebelsand other Prisonersinthe
several counties of Southampton, Wilts, Dorset, Devon, and Somerset, by virtue
of His Majesty’s special commission of Oyer and Terminer and general gaol
delivery, directed to the Right Honourable George, Lord Jeflrcys, Lord Chief
Justice of England, the Hon. Wm. Mountagu, Lord Chief Baron of His Majesty’s
Court of Exchequer, Sir Creswell Levinz, knight, one of His Majesty’s Justices
of the Court of Common Pleas, Sir Francis Withens, knight, one of His Majesty’s
Justices of the Court of King’s Bench, and Sir Rob. Wright, knight, one of the
Barons of His Majesty’s Exchequer, dated the 8th day of July, in the first year of
His Majesty’s reign over England, 1685.”"—State Pagpers, Domestic, Letter Baok,
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hey had no defence had better spare him the trouble of trying
hem.” As drowning men catch at a straw, so men when face to
ice with death are glad to seize upon any alternative which gives
hem prospect of life. Prisoner after prisoner was brought to the bar,
nd acting upon the advice of the judge, pleaded guilty. Hosts
vere sentenced to death, and upon hosts the sentence was carried
mt. Every man who put himself upon his country and was
onvicted was strung up then and there. I give the numbers
f the Dorsetshire men tried on this occasion as set out in the
fficial list sent to the Treasury, and the punishment inflicted upon
hem' :—

Seventy-four men executed for high treason. Ninety-four “pri-
ioners convicted at Dorchester for high treason to be delivered to
sir William Booth to be transported.” Sixty * prisoners to be
ransported to be delivered to Jerome Nipho.” Sixteen “ prisoners
o be delivered to Sir Christopher Musgrave for transportation.”
['wenty-seven “prisoners who had certificates allowed pursuant to
is Majesty's gracious proclamation.” Twenty-seven “ prisoners
wmbly proposed for his Majesty’s gracious pardon.” Six “ pri-
ioners remaining in custody.” The following prisoners to be thus
nunished :—Rich. Holliday “for conducting the L.ord Grey from
Sillingham to Ringwood after the fight at Weston to be whipt twice,
ined a mark, and to find sureties for the good behaviour for a
rear.” Hugh Greene “for publishing Monmouth’s Declaration fined
41,000, and committed till paid, and to find sureties for the good
>ehaviour during life.” Will. Wiseman ¢ for publishing a seditious
ibel to be whipt at Dorchester and at every market town in the
ounty.” Six “prisoners for speaking seditious words severally
ined and whipt.” Fourteen “prisoners discharged for want of
:vidence.” Nine “prisoners continued in gaol not indicted.”

Jefireys was fully satisfied with his day’s work, and he thus
wtites to the powerful Sunderland? : —

I most heartily rejoice, my dearest, dearest Lord, to hear of your
safe return to Windsor. I this day began with the trial of the rebels
it Dorchester, and have dispatched 98 ; but am at this time so tortured
with the stone that I must beg your Lordship’s intercession to his
Majesty for the incoherence of what I have adventured to give his
Majesty the trouble of ; and that I may give myself so much ease
by your Lordship’s favour as to make use of my servant’s pen to give
a relation of what has happened since I came here. My dearest Lord,

1 « An Account of the Proceedings,” &c.
* State Papers, Domestic, 1685.
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bad enough for him,” growled Jeffreys; “not all the interest in
England shall save him.” Fortunately the lad was seized with small-
pox, and softened by a ruinous bribe, the judge remitted the sentence.
One of the girls who had been found guilty of embroidering the
colours given to Monmouth at Taunton was so paralysed by the
ferocity with which judgment was given against her, that scarcely had
she returned to her cell than she fell on the floor a corpse. Seldom
was a woman sentenced to a whipping without some coarse joke
being made as to the exposure that must necessarily ensue. It
may be a cold morning to strip in,” said he, “but we shall try to
keep you warm, madam ! See that she is whipped—whipped soundly
till the blood runs down! We'll tickle you, madam !” A prisoner,
with some knowledge of law, made a technical objection to the course
being pursued at his trial. “Villain ! rebel !” cried Jeffreys, “1
think I see thee already with a halterround thy neck.” The prisoner
was convicted. ¢ Let him be hanged the first,” laughed the judge,
¢ for if any with a knowledge of law come in my way, I shall take
care to prefer them.” One rebel begged for mercy on the ground
that on the eve of Sedgemoor he had sent important information to
Faversham, the general of the king’s forces. * You deserve a double
death,” said the judge, not without reason ; “ one for rebelling against
your sovereign, and the other for betraying your friends.” We are
told that he particularly piqued himself upon this don mot. To repeat
the stories as to this circuit which history has preserved would be to
fill a goodly volume. Chroniclers differ with respect to the number
of Monmouth’s followers hanged and transported after this Western
revolt. According to the official list before me, forwarded to the
Treasury, three hundred and twenty were sent to the gallows, and
eight hundred and forty transported.!

The fell instructions had been carried out, and the infamous
servant of an infamous master was now to receive his reward. Sprung
from a decent but very impoverished lineage, Jefireys had in his
boyhood barely escaped being bound apprentice to a Denbigh shop-
keeper ; but conscious of the talents working within him, he had man-
fully fought against the opposition of his family and had embraced the
bar as a profession. His rise had been rapid. After a few years’
practice he was appointed Common Sergeant of the City of London,
then Recorder, then Chief Justice of Chester, then Chief Justice of
the King’s Bench, and now on his return from the terrible Western
Circuit the Great Seal was entrusted to him. * His Majesty,” so ran

' ¢sAn Account of Proceedings,” &c. See also a very curious book, *‘ The
Western Martyrology,” by T. Potts, 1695.
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well over his eyes, and he had disguised himself in the garb of a
common sailor.

¢ He took a collier’s coat to sea to go ;
Was ever Chancellor arrayéd so? ”

The collier anchored off Wapping for the night. In the early
morning Jeflreys, dry and half maddened with the drunkard’s thirst,
thought he might trust to his dress to go ashore and satisfy the
cravings which were now a second nature. He went to an inn and
called for a tankard of ale. Here a disappointed suitor recognised
him, the cry was raised that the terrible Lord Chancellor was within,
the mob clamoured for his blood, and in all probability Jeffreys would
have been torn limb from limb if a party of the train bands had not
come to his rescue. He was driven off to the lord mayor amid the
yells of the baffled crowd, and at his own suggestion was confined
within the walls of the Tower in order to feel safe from the fury of
the people. It was announced that he would speedily be put upon his
trial, but the excitement consequent upon the occasion of a new
dynasty interfered with all other matters, and the miserable wretch
was allowed to pass away undisturbed by the law. He died a few
months after his imprisonment, April 19, 1689. His end, it was said,
was hastened by intemperance. “ He chose to save himself,” writes
- Oldmixon, “from a public death by large draughts of brandy which
soon despatched him.”
ALEX. CHARLES EWALD.
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can be sustained for several hours without an instant’s rest, as I
have repeatedly witnessed.

What is the purpose of this vibration of the tail and loud
rattling? Does it serve any use to the creature, and if so, what? I
do not think all naturalists are yet agreed upon the proper answer to
these questions ; but certain facts seem made out, one of which, not
to be forgotten, is that many other serpents, outside the crotalide,
set their tails into swift vibration when teased or excited. Another
point is the close resemblance between the sound of the snake’s
rattling and the crepitation of the wings of certain cicadas and
locusts. The view has been advanced that the rattling of the serpent
was an imitative sound, operating to attract within reach of his
fangs such animals—especially birds—as fed upon these insects.
This imitative apparatus, beginningin a tendency to develop buttons
or rattlers at the tail (originating, as many herpetologists think, in an
incomplete shedding of the skin at that part), and in the inherent
disposition to wag the tail (which is a channel for the expression
of surplus energy in all animals), was accounted for through a process
of development by natural selection toward food-getting.

This seems to me, as I read it, remarkably unlikely. It asserts
prodigious preparation for very small, results, since the insects
imitated are never particularly plentiful where the majority of rattle-
snakes occur, taking the whole country across, are noisy only a
quarter of the year, and the birds to be deceived form only a small
portion of the reptile’s fare.

Yet, though I cannot admit that this insect mimicry is worth
much consideration, I can see how the noise made by the tail might
act as a deadly snare to birds and small animals by working upon
their curiosity—a weakness particularly noticeable in squirrels. The
interesting record given by Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, of Philadelphia,
of the behaviour of the small animals placed day by day within
the cages of his large colony of rattlesnakes bears directly upon
this point, and has been confirmed by other writers. None of these
exhibited any terror at the company they found themselves in,
after they had recovered from their nervousness at being handled.
“The smaller birds . . . soon became amusingly familiar with the
snakes, and were seldom molested, even when caged with six or
eight large crotali. The mice—which were similarly situated—lived
on terms of easy intimacy with the snakes, sitting on their heads,
moving around their gliding coils, undisturbed and unconscious of
danger.”

This innocence of peril on the part of birds, mice, PRNRADES,
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expression are confined to his rattles, and the more you attack or
annoy him the louder his expression of protest. This is to be seen
plainly with fresh captives, full of alarm at confinement and obser-
vation. )

A strong and vividly-remembered illustration of this occurred to
me once when I was one of a party encamped in Southern Wyoming,
where these serpents are most plentiful among the sage-brush.
Going a short distance from my tent one evening, I was suddenly
moved to make a most active leap by the baleful w/ir» of a rattler
just beside me. Regaining my composure, and returning to the charge
with my revolver in my hand, I found that his snakeship had be-
taken himself to a gopher-hole (the “gopher” is a burrowing rodent),
where I could hear a lulled crepitation. Stamping above the burrow
caused the tune to assume a ¢rescendo instantly, whereupon I sent
down a “long 032" to further wake up the musician. His rattling
now was loud and rapid. I fired a second time, and the song accel-
erated until all rattling blended into a steady buzz. If Ihad hithim
I badn’t killed him, it was evident ; so a third ball and stream of fire
was sent into the hole. Out of the report came a shrill high-pitched
humming which told of swifter vibration than even the buzzing had
showed. Surely a snake was never more excited since the world
began | But suddenly this became feeble, intermittent, and soon
ceased altogether, so I concluded my shots had finally reached him.

That the rattling of the crotali answers the purpose of a call we
know from the fact (recorded in many places) that other rattlesnakes
quickly respond and hasten towards the one ringing his alarum. More-
over, in the latter part of the summer, the snakes sometimes make the
sound loudly and long when they have no apparent reason to be
alarmed, but, by the argument from analogy, can reasonably be sup-
posed to be calling the opposite sex. That the rattling of one serpent
in captivity has an immediate effect upon other crotali within hearing
is constantly observed, and in the many cases where the young
have been seen to run into the mouth of the old one for protection,
they appear to have been summoned and informed of their danger by
this signal.

The instant the snake suspects danger it throws itself into the coil
of vantage and sounds its long roll, varying the swiftness of the
vibration and the consequent loudness of its note as its apprehen-
sions increase or diminish. The noise itself may not be instinctively
fear-inspiring, nor, perhaps, is the growling of a lion, but in each
case experience has taught men and the larger quadrupeds that that
growl and this rattle mean not only a willingness to defend, but
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the certain ability to do deadly harm. This menacing message,
clicked from the vibrating tail, has caused many a man to turn back
and give the snake a chance to escape, while at the same time it has
been a warning to all other crotali within hearing to prepare for
battle or to seek safety in flight.

ERNEST INGERSOLL
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SCIENCE NOTES.

DR. MOFFATT'S ITALIAN AIR.

CONSIDERABLE quantity of ink has been lately expended
on Dr. Moffatt’s invention of * Italian air” for the improve-
ment of the voice. According to Dr. Moffatt’s theory, peroxide of
hydrogen is a prominent constituent of the air of Italy, and Italy is
“‘the home of song ” because the Italians have superlatively fine voices.
Mr. White, of Plymouth, writing to the Lancet, says that Eng-
lish pupils studying in Italy do not experience the remarkable effects
claimed for Italian air, nor do Italian vocalists in England lose
their vocal superiority. Dr. Andrew Wilson, quoting Mr. White in
his valuable magazine Health (Feb. 22), says, “ This looks like sen-
sible criticism, and suggests that, after all, race-peculiarity, and not
peroxide of hydrogen, lies at the root of Italian purity of song.”

I am still more sceptical than Dr. Wilson, as I question the exis-
tence of any natural superiority of the Italian voice, as compared
with the English ; and, even worse still, claim for the crude Eng-
lish voice, especially the female voice, a decided superiority to
that of the Italian. I believe that most of the Italian maestri who
have had many pupils of both nations, and other opportunities of
comparison, agree with me. I am told that Sir Michael Costa has
often expressed his admiration of the natural powers of the British
voice as exhibited to him when conducting the great choirs of our
Provincial and Metropolitan Musical Festivals. The Bradford choir,
and generally speaking those of the North, were specially mentioned
by him.

I have heard the same expression of opinion in Italy, and have
there witnessed some remarkable receptions of English prima donnas.
They were not paid as much in cash as in London, simply because
the scale of remuneration there is far lower, but the homage was almost
ridiculous. Clara Novello, for instance (an Englishwoman, though
she bore an Italian name), was called before the curtain fourteen
times on the occasion of her benefit at Z4e Tvrdinona when I was in
Rome, and on leaving the theatre, the horses were taken from the
carriage and replaced by a troop of young men, who dragged hex
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have frequently repeated it myself for the instruction and amuse-
ment of my pupils in Edinburgh and Birmingham. I never found
an audience that could resist it. Roars of laughter always follow
the absurd change, which only lasts while the hydrogen remains in
the lungs. Immediately it is expelled the voice returns to its
original pitch.

I must not conclude this note without warning my readers
who may be disposed to repeat this experiment, to make it at a
considerable distance from any kind of light, as it is quite possible
to mix with the hydrogen in the lungs a sufficient quantity of
air to make it explosive, and an explosion within the air cells of
the lungs would probably put an end to all further research by its
victim. I have always kept at a respectful distance from any light,
for at least five minutes after charging my lungs with the hydrogen,
lest a small quantity should remain there.

A SuBurBaN CoMPASS.

FEW years ago, after visiting Mr. Ruskin’s museum, which

was then in a small house on an eminence at Upper Walkley,

near Sheffield, I strolled into the country beyond, and presently lost

my bearings. In order to regain them and find my way back again,

I turned to practical use an observation made long before, viz., that

the trees around Sheffield were all much more blackened on their

sides presented to the town than on those with the rural aspect. I

thus steered directly towards ¢ The Wicker ” until I regained the
Hillsborough Tram route.

As the season for surburban walks is approaching, this experience
may be useful to many of my readers ; or supposing that they may
not practically require it as a substitute for the pole star, it is curious
to note the difference of the two sides of suburban trees, and trace
the distance to which this difference extends, as showing how far the
light, feathery particles of soot may travel.

The observation is the more interesting just now in connection
with the long survival of the idea that the dust from the Krakatoa
eruption has travelled all round the world in every direction, and
remained suspended, with visible effect, since the 26th of August
last, at elevations where the atmosphere is as rare as the best vacuum
obtainable in an ordinary air pump receiver. As the specific gravity
of volcanic dust is about three times as great as that of soot-carbon,
and precipitated particles are much finer than those producible by
mechanical attrition, the soot of London should, according ‘o %
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roof of the mine. ‘“Observations on atmospheric electricity may
subsequently be added.”

All these observations are carried on in connection with others
above ground, on variations of the tides, of temperature and atmo-
spheric pressure. The escape of fire-damp and the entrance of water
into the mine are also measured and recorded, and thus the influence
of tides, atmospheric pressure, and temperature upon the liability to
explosions will be removed from the range of speculation to that of
established and measured fact. The Japanese who came to this
country to learn the rudiments of mining are already beginning to
teach our mining engineers some of the scientific elements of their
business.

One of our most recent steps in the application of modern
science to mining is that of issuing warnings when there is a con-
siderable fall of the barometer. This is based on a general observa-
tion that the barometer has usually been low when great explosions
have occurred. The more systematic observations of the Japanese
have shown that the increased escape of gas precedes the fall of the
barometer by about eight hours, and therefore that the warnings come
too late.

BAROMETER WARNINGS OF COLLIERY EXPLOSIONS.

JHE fact stated at the conclusion of the preceding note is very

suggestive of theoretical speculations concerning the nature
of the connection which exists between the movements of the atmo-
sphere and colliery explosions.

The accepted theory is that when the pressure of the atmosphere
is lessened, as indicated by the fall of the barometer, and the gases
confined in the coal seam are thus subjected to a diminished con-
straint, they expand and escape more freely.

As the ordinary pressure of the air when the barometer stands at
29} inches amounts to 40,120 tons per acre, and a fall of one inch
lessens this pressure by 1,360 tons, this theory is reasonable enough
if the gas is confined in cavities having some communication with the
face of the coal.

If no such communication already exists this difference of pressure,
which measured on a smaller scale amounts to half a pound per
square inch, is not likely to enable the gas to break through a solid
barrier and make a new opening for itself, excepting where that
barrier happens to be already strained very nearly to its breaking
point. : ’
voI. CCLVI. NoO, 1840, ¥ ¥
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Thus, London brick houses, made from London clay, dug from
eir immediate neighbourhood, can have no effect in depressing the
ound on which they stand, but those constructed of stone brought
mm the Bath and other distant quarries, or of bricks from distant
ickfields, must have some effect, to which the great stratum of
me pavement must contribute.

Have we any evidence of such depression? I think we have.
is 2 notable fact that Roman remains are frequently found when
cavations are made, and some of these are parements. The
vel of old London was certainly lower than that of modern London.
‘e are continually raising the level of the ground on which our cities
wmd by paving and repaving, and leaving behind old building
aterials. The great fire of London must have raised the general
vel considerably.

If any of my readers doubt this, let them make observations when-
rer they have an opportunity of examining any excavation in any of
i older parts of London, such as openings down to the sewers.
hey will then discover a deposit of stratified rock not described by
tologists ; a deposit of paving stones, brick fragments, and other
1man débris, in some cascs of considerable thickness.

What would happen to some of the lowest streets of London if
iey were suddenly reduced to their former level—Southwark, for
ample, to that of the time when the Sea Kings held it and built
tere a shrine to their patron saint, St. Olaf ?

We know what does happen sometimes even now. The river
verflows them in spite of the additional elevation produced by these
ttificial deposits. If these deposits were removed this would happen
ven with ordinary high tides, and the exceptional tides would be
verwhelming.

If T am right we may look forward to increasing liability to such
oods, and if I mistake not they actually have incrcased in a sensible
egree during the last 40 years. Seven years of my own life were
pent in Lambeth above 40 years ago. During that time there were
o such floods as have occurred during the seven years just passed.
[one of the precautions now demanded and applied to keep back
1e waters were then used. Yet the high tides then, and the high
des now, represented, and still represent, the same approximation to
ea level.

Special warnings of expected high tides are now issued and
eriously required. They were neither issued nor required then.

YvY2
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INSECURITY OF LIFE IN MEDIZAVAL OXFORD.

RESH proof how insecure were life and property in those days

to which Mr. Morris looks back with regret, springs up from
unexpected sources. In the Bodleian Library is a portion of the
Coroner’s Roll for Oxford, describing nine inquests held in that city
between December 19, 1300, and June 15, 1302. This has now
for the first time been printed by Professor Thorold Rogers in the
sages of Nutes and Queries. The deaths as to which investigation is
nade are as follows: December 19, 1300, John de Rypun is found
dead, slain in a street brawl with a certain Richard of Maltby.
Three days later Henry of Buckingham, clerk, is found slain by
thieves unknown. His head had a mortal wound inflicted by a
“ pollhatchet ” reaching to the skull, four fingers long, and another
by a knife, one finger long and two deep, between the nose and left
eye. January 5, 1301, Robert de Honniton, clerk, died by accident,
falling through a hole in the bell-tower of St. Michael’s Church,
while assisting in ringing the bells. June 25, Simon the ffevre, of
Wolvercot, and Alan, son of William le Strunge, were found dead
in a certain close which is called Wycroft, in the suburb of Oxford.
They were killed by thieves unknown. December 7, Sir Hugh
Russell, clerk, of Wales, was slain in a quarrel with Master Elias, of
Mongomery. Same day John de Newsham, clerk and schoolmaster,
was drowned in the Cherwell while cutting rods for the purpose of
whipping his boys; a singular instance, youth will hold, of the visi-
tation of Nemesis. December 9, John de Hampstead, in the county
of Northampton, clerk, was slain in consequence of interfering in a
quarrel between Thomas of Horncastle and Nicholas de la March,
clerks. August 13, 1302 : John, son of John Godfrey, of Binsey,
was accidentally drowned in the Thames. June 15: John
Osgodeby was found dead, having been attacked with swords and
slain by Thomas de Weldon, clerk, and John the Northerner, his
servant, and Nicholas de Vylers, of Ireland, clerk. Here then we
see ten deaths ; four the result of brawls, and three due to robbers.
If we think of the size of Oxford in the days of Edward I., we must
admit that here is a tolerable bill of deaths from violence. What is
most significant is, however, that in no case was any adequate forfeit
exacted. The robbers remained unknown, the clerks who committed
the injuries escaped. In one case only, that of Nicholas de Vylers,
were clothing and books to the extent of 13s. 10d. seized. When it
is thought that certainty of punishment is far more deterrent than
severity,an explanation is furnished why deeds of violence were then
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PHILISTIA.

By CeciL POWER.

CHAPTER XII.
THE MORE EXCELLENT WAY.

T the very top of the winding footpath cut deeply into the sand-
stone side of the East CIiff Hill at Hastings, a wooden seat, set
a little back from the road, invites the panting climber to rest for five
minutes after his steep ascent from the primitive fisher village of Old
Hastings, which nestles warmly in the narrow sun-smitten gulley at his
feet. On this seat, one bright July morning, Herbert Le Breton lay
at half length, basking in the brilliant open sunshine, and evidently
waiting for somebody whom he expected to arrive by the side path
from the All Saints’ Valley. Even the old coastguardsman, plodding
his daily round over to Ecclesbourne, noticed the obvious expecta-
tion implied in his attentive attitude, and ventured to remark, in his
cheery familiar fashion, “She won't be long a-comin’ now, Sir, you
may depend upon it : the gals is sure to be out early of a fine mornin’
like this ’ere.” Herbert stuck his double eye-glass gingerly upon the
tip of his nose, and surveyed the bluff old sailor through it with a
stony British stare of mingled surprise and indignation, which drove
the poor man hastily off, with a few muttered observations about some
people being so confounded stuck up that they didn’t even understand
the point of a little good-natured seafarin’ banter.

As the coastguardsman disappeared round the corner of the flag-
staff, a young girl came suddenly into sight by the jutting edge of
sandstone bluff near the High Wickham ; and Herbert, jumping up
at once from his reclining pesture, raised his hat to her with stately
politeness, and moved forward in his courtly graceful manner to meet
her as he approached. * Well, Selah,” he said, taking ner hand 2
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your sweet face, Selah. Nobody can look at it and not forget the
stupid conventions of ordinary society. But please, dear, don’t call
me Mr. Walters. Call me Herbert. You always do, you know, when
you write to me.”

“But it’s so much harder to do it to your face, Mr. Walters,”
Selah said, again blushing. ¢ Every time you go away I say to
myself, ¢ I shall call him Herbert as soon as ever he comes back
again :’ and every time you come back, I feel too much afraid of you,
the moment I see you, ever to do it. And yet of course I ought to,
you know, for when we're married, why, naturally, then I shall have
to learn to call you Herbert, shan’t I?”

“ You will, I suppose,” Herbert answered, rather chillily : “Dbut
that subject is one upon which we shall be able to form a better
opinion when the time comes for actually deciding it. Meanwhile, I
want you to call me Herbert, if you please, as a personal favour and
a mark of confidence. Suppose I were to go on calling you Miss
Briggs all the time ! a pretty sort of thing that would be | what inference
would you draw as to the depth of my affection? Well, now, Selah,
how have these dreadful home authorities of yours been treating you,
my dear girl, all the time since I last saw you?”

* Much the same as usual, Mr. Walters—Herbert, I mean,” Selah
answered, hastily correcting herself. “ The regular round. Prayers ;
clean the shop ; breakfast, with a chapter; serve in the shop all
morning ; dinner, with a chapter; serve in the shop all afternoon ;
tea, with a chapter ; prayer meeting in the cvening; supper with a
chapter ; exhortation ; and go to bed, sick of it all, to get up next
morning and repeat the entire performance da cago, as they always say
in the music to the hymn-books. Occasional relaxations,—Sunday
at chapel three times, and Wednesday evening Bible class ; mothers’
assembly, Dorcas society, missionary meeting, lecture on the Holy
Land, dissolving views of Jerusalem, and Primitive Methodist dis-
trict conference in the Mahanaim Jubilee meeting hall. Salvation
privileges every day and all the year round, till I'm ready to drop
with it, and begin to wish I'd only been lucky enough to have been
born one of those happy benighted little pagans in a heathen land where
they don’t know the value of the precious Sabbath, and haven’t yet
been taught to build Primitive Methodist district chapels for crushing
the lives out of their sons and daughters !’

Herbert smiled a gentle smile of calm superiority at this vehement
outburst of natural irreligion. “You must certainly be bored to
death with it all, Selah,” he said, laughingly. “Vhat a funny sott of
creed it really is, after all, for rational beings! Who on eari co
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fettered, and commonplace, and prosaic, and banal, as wives and
husbands? Why should we wish to give up the fanciful paradise of
fluttering hope and expectation for the dreary reality of housekeeping
and cold mutton on Mondays? Why should we not be satisfied with
the real pleasure of the passing moment, without for ever torturing our
souls about the imaginary but delusive pleasure of the unrealisable,
impossible future?”

“ But we must get married some time or other, Herbert,” Selah
said, turning her big eyes full upon him with a doubtful look of
interrogation. “We can't go on courting in this way for ever and
ever, without coming to any definite conclusion. We must get married
by-and-by, now mustn’t we?”

“Je n’en vois pas la nécessité, moi,” Herbert answered with just a
trace of cynicism in his curlinglip. “I don’t see any must about it,
that is to say, in English, Selah. The fact is, you see, I'm above all
things a philosopher ; you're a philosopher, too, but only an
instinctive one, and I want to make your instinctive philosophy
assume a rather more rational and extrinsic shape. Why should we
really be in any hurry to go and get married? Do the actual married
people of our acquaintance, as a matter of fact, seem so very much
more ethereally happy—with their eight children to be washed and
dressed and schooled daily, for example—than the lovers, like you
and me, who walk arm-in-arm out here in the sunshine, and haven’t
yet got over their delicious first illusions? Depend upon it, the longer
you can keep your illusions the better. You haven't read Aristotle,
in all probability; but as Aristotle would put it, it isn’t the end
that is anything in love-making, it’s the energy, the active pursuit, the
momentary enjoyment of it. I suppose we shall have to get married
some day, Selah, though I don't know when ; but I confess to you I
don’t look forward to the day quite so rapturously as you do. Shall
we feel more the thrill of possession, do you think, than I feel it now
when I hold your hand in mine, so, and catch the beating of your
pulse in your veins, even through the fingers of your pretty little
glove? Shall we look deeper into one another’s eyes and hearts
than I look now into the very inmost depths of yours? Shall we
drink in more fully the essence of love than when I touch your lips
here—one moment, Selah, the gorse is very deep here—now don't
be foolish—ah, there, what's the use of philosophising, tell me, by the
side of that? Come over here to the bench, Selah, by the edge of the
cliff ; look down yonder into Ecclesbourne glen ; hear the waves
dashing on the shore below, and your own heart beating against your












Philistra. 423

Paris or somewhere, and really marry her afterwards for good and
always?’ But on second thoughts, it wont hold water. She’s
magnificent, she’s undeniable, she’s admirable, but she isn’t possible.
The name alone’s enough to condemn her. Fancy marrying some-
body with a Christian name out of the hundred and somethingth
psalm ! It’s too atrocious ! I really couldn’t inflict her for a moment
on poor suffering innocent society.”

He paused awhile, watching the great russet sails of the fishing
vessels flapping idly in the breeze as the men raised them to catch the
fiint breath of wind, and then he thought once more, “But how to
get rid of her, that’s the question. Every time I come here now she
goes on more and more about the necessity of our getting soon
married—and I don’t wonder at it either, for she has a perfect
purgatory of a life with that snivelling Methodistical father of hers,
one may be sure of it. It would be awfully awkward if any Oxford
people were to catch me here walking with her on the cliff over yonder
—some sniggering fellow of Jesus or Worcester, for example, or, worse
than all, some prying young Pecksniff of a third-year under-
graduate ! Somehow, she scems to fascinate me, and I can’t get
away from her ; but I must really do it and be done with it. It’s no
use going on this way much longer. 1 must stop here for a few days
more only, and then tell her that I'm called away on important
college business, say to Yorkshire or Worcestershire, or somewhere.
I needn’t tell her in person, face to face ; I can write hastily at the
last moment to the usual name at the Post Office—to be left till
called for. And as a matter of fact I won’t go to Yorkshire either—
very awkward and undignified, though, these petty prevarications ;
when a man once begins lowering himself by making love to a girl in
an inferior position, he lets himself in for all kinds of disagreeable
necessities afterwards ;—I shall go to Switzerland. Yes, no place better
after the bother of running away like a coward from Selah : in the
Alps, one would forget all petty human degradations : I shall go to
Switzerland. Of course I won't break off with her altogether—that
would be cruel ; and I really like her ; upon my word, even when she
isn’t by, up to her own level, I really like her ; but I'll let the thing
die a natural death of inanition. As they always put it in the news-
papers, with their stereotyped phraseology, a gradual coldness
shall intervene between us. That'll be the best and only way out
of it.

“ And if I go to Switzerland, why not ask Oswald of Oriel to go
with me? That, I fancy, wouldn’t be a bad stroke of social policy.
Emest wj// marry this Oswald girl; unfortunately he's as headstrong as
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now stands. That was fifty years ago ; since then the glacier has
moved much. Its substance, in effect, has changed entirely.” .

“Tell us all about it,” Herbert put in carelessly. He knew the
guide wouldn’t go on again till he had finished his whole story.

“It’s a strange tale,” the guide answered, taking a puff or two at
his cigar pensively and then removing it altogether for his set narrative
—he had told the tale before a hundred times, and he had the very
words of it now regularly by heart. “It was the first time anyone
ever tried to climb the Piz Margatsch. At that time, nobody in the
valley knew the best path ; it is my father who afterwards discovered
it Two English gentlemen came to Pontresina one morning ; one
might say you two gentlemen ; but in those days there were not many
tourists in the Engadine ; the exploitation of the tourist had not yet
begun to be developed. My father and my uncle were then the only
two guides at Pontresina. The English gentlemen asked them to try
with them the scaling of the Piz Margatsch. My uncle was afraid of it,
but my father laughed down his fears. So they started. My uncle
was dressed in a blue coat with brass buttons, and a pair of
brown velvet breeches. Ah, heaven, I can see him yet, his white
corpse in the blue coat and the brown velvet breeches ! ”

“ But you can’t be fifty yourself,” Harry said, looking at the tall
long-limbed man attentively ; ‘“ no, nor forty, nor thirty either.”

“No, Monsieur, I am twenty-seven,” the chief guide answered,
taking another puff at his cigar very deliberately ; “and this was fifty
years ago : yet I have seen his corpse just as the accident happened.
You shall hear all about it. It is a tale from the dead : it is worth
hearing.”

“This begins to grow mysterious,” said Herbert in English,
hammering impatiently at the ice with the shod end of his alpenstock.
% Sounds for all the world just like the introduction to a Christmas
number.”

“ A young girl in the village loved my uncle,” the guide went on
imperturbably ; ““and she begged him not to go on this expedition.
She was betrothed to him. But he wouldn’t listen : and they all
started together for the top of the Piz Margatsch. After many trials,
my father and my uncle and the two tourists reached the summit.
¢So you see, Andreas,’ said my father, ‘your fears were all folly.’
¢ Half-way through the forest,’ said my uncle, ‘one is not yet safe
from the wolf.” Then they began to descend again. They got down
past all the dangerous places, and on to this glacier, so well known,
so familiar. And then my uncle began indeed to get careless. He
laughed at his own fears: ‘Cathrein was all wrong; he W o wy
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half prayer, half speechless terror. “ What do you see?” asked
Herbert, not daring himself to look down upon the blank beneath him,
lest he should be tempted to throw himself over in a giddy moment.

“ Jesu, Maria,” cried the guide, crossing himself instinctively over
and over again, “they have all fallen to the very foot of the second
precipice | They are lying, all three, huddled together, on the ledge
there just above the great glacier. They are dead, quite dead, dead
before they reached the ground even. Great God, it is too
terrible ! ”

Herbert Le Breton looked at the white-faced guide with just the
faintest suspicion of a sneering curl upon his handsome features,
The excitement of the danger was over now, and he had at once
recovered his usual philosophic equanimity. ¢ Quite dead,” he said,
in French, “ quite dead, are they? Then we can’t be of any further
use to them. But I suppose we must go down again at once to help
recover the dead bodies ! ” )

The guide gazed at him blankly with simple open-mouthed
undisguised amazement. * Naturally,” he said, in a very quiet voice
of utter disgust and loathing. “ You wouldn’t leave them lying there
alone on the cold snow, would you ?”

¢ This is really most annoying,” thought Herbert Le Breton to
himself, in his rational philosophic fashion : “ here we are, almost at
the summit, and now we shall have to turn back again from the very
threshold of our goal, without having seen the view for which we’ve
climbed up, and risked our lives too—all for a purely sentimental
reason, because we won’t leave those three dead men alone on the
snow for an hour or two longer! It’sa very short climb to the top
now, and I could manage it by myself in twenty minutes. If only the
chief guide had slid over with the cthers, I should have gone on alone,
and had the view at least for my trouble. I could have pretended
the accident happened on the way down again. As it is, Ishall have
to turn back ingloriously, 7¢ infecta. The guide would tell everybody
at Pontresina that I went on, in spite of the accident ; and then it
would get into the English papers, and all the world would say that
I was so dreadfully cruel and hcartless. People are always so
irrational in their ethical judgments. Oswald’s quite dead, that’s
certain ; nobody could fall over such a precipice as that without being
killed a dozen times over before he even reached the bottom. A
very painless and easy death, too ; I couldn’t myself wish for a better
one. We can’t do them the slightest good by picking up their life-
less bodies, and yet a foolishly sentimental public opinion positively
compels one to do it. Poor Oswald ! Upon my soul V'm sorry tax
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door and speaking to him as he retreated. ¢ Come down again at
once, please, will you?”

But Lynmouth made no answer, and went straight off upstairs
to the drawing-room. In a few minutes more he came back, and
said in a tone of suppressed triumph, “ Well, Mr. Le Breton, I'm
going with Talfourd. I've been up to papa, and he says I may ‘if
I like to.’”

Ernest bit his lip in a moment’s hesitation. If it had been any
ordinary question, he would have pocketed the contradiction of his
authority—after all, if it didn't matter to them, it didn’t matter to
him—and let Lynmouth go wherever they allowed him. But the
pigeon-shooting was a question of principle. As long as the boy
was still nominally his pupil, he couldn’t allow him to take any part
in any such wicked and brutal amusement, as he thought it. So he
answered back quietly, “No, Lynmouth, you are not to go. I
don’t think your father can have understood that I had forbidden
you.”

“Oh!” Lynmouth said again, without a word of remonstrance,
and went up a second time to the drawing-room.

In a few minutes a servant came down and spoke to Emest.
“ My lord would like to see you upstairs for a few minutes, if you
please, sir.” .

Ernest followed the man up with a vague foreboding that the
deferred explosion was at last about to take place. Lord Exmoor
was sitting on the sofa. “Oh, I say, Le Breton,” he began in his
good-humoured way, “what’s this that Lynmouth’s been telling me
about the pigeon-shooting? He says you won’t let him go out with
Gerald Talfourd.”

“Yes,” Ernest answered; “he wanted to miss his morning’s work,
and I told him I couldn’t allow him to do so.”

“But I said he might if he liked, Le Breton. Young Talfourd
has called for him to go pigeon-shooting. And now Lynmouth
tells me you refuse to let him go, after I've given him leave. Is
that so?”

*¢ Certainly,” said Ernest. I said he couldn’t go, because before
he asked you I had refused him permission, and I supposed you
didn’t know he was asking you to reverse my decision.”

¢ Oh, of course,” Lord Exmoor answered, for he was not an
unreasonable man after his lights.  You’re quite right, Le Breton,
quite right, certainly. Discipline’s discipline, we all know, and must
be kept up under any circumstances. You should have told me,
Lynmouth, that Mr. Le Breton had forbidden you to go. Towenex,
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as you like about it, of course, but you have my.final word upon the
matter. Lynmouth, go down to the study.”

“Stop, Lynmouth,” cried his father, boiling over visibly with
indignation : “Stop. Never mind what Mr. Le Breton says to you ;
do you hear me? Go out if you choose with Gerald Talfourd.”

Lynmouth didn’t wait 2 moment for any further permission. He
ran downstairs at once, and banged the front door soundly after him
with a resounding clatter. Lady Hilda looked imploringly at Ernest,
and whispered half-audibly, “Now you've done it.” Ernest stood a
second irresolute, while the Earl tramped angrily up and down the
drawing-room, and then he said in a calmer voice, *“ When would it
be convenient, Lord Exmoor, that I should leave you?”

“ Whenever you like,” Lord Exmoor answered, violently. ¢ To-
day if you can manage to get your things together. This is intoler-
able, absolutely intolerable ! Gross and palpable impertinence, in
my own house, too ! ¢ Cruel and brutal,’ indeed ! ¢ Cruel and brutal.’
Fiddlesticks | Why, it's not a bit different from partridge shooting !”
And he went out, closely followed by Ernest, leaving Lady Hilda
alone and frightened in the drawing-room.

Emest ran lightly upstairs to his own little study sitting-room.
“I've done it this time, certainly, as Lady Hilda said,” he thought to
himself : “but I don’t see how I could possibly have avoided it.
Even now, when all’s done, I haven’t succeeded in saving thelives of
the poor innocent tortured pigeons. They’ll be mangled and hunted
for their poor frightened lives, anyhow. Well, now I must look out
for that imaginary schoolmastership, and sce what I can do for dear
Edie. I shan’t be sorry to get out of this after all, for the place was
an impossible one for me from the very beginning. I shall sit down
this moment and write to Edie, and after that I shall take out my
portmanteau, and get the man to help me put my luggage up to go
away this very evening. Another day in the house after this would
be obviously impossible.”

At that moment there came a knock at the door—a timid, tenta-
tive sort of knock, and somebody put her head inquiringly halfway
through the doorway. Ernest looked up in sudden surprise. It was
Lady Hilda.

¢ Mr. Le Breton,” she said, coming over towards the table where
Ernest had just laid out his blotting-book and writing paper, “1I
couldn’t prevent myself from coming up to tell you how much I
admire your conduct in standing up so against papa for what you
thought was right and proper. I can't say how greatly I admire it.
I'm so glad you did as you did do. You have acted nobly.” And
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“ You'te very good, I'm sure, Lady Hilda,” Ernest replied, half
hesitatingly, wondering much in his own mind what on earth she
could be driving at.

There was a moment’s pause, and then Hilda said pensively,
“ And so we shall never walk together at Dunbude on the Clatter
any more, Mr. Le Breton! We shall never climb again among the
big boulders on those Devonshire hillsides! We shall never watch
the red deer from the big pool on top of the sheepwalk! I'm sorry
for it, Mr. Le Breton, very sorry for it. Oh, I do wish you weren’t
going to leave us!”

Ernest began to feel that this was really growing embarrassing.
% 1 dare say we shall often see one another,” he said evasively ; for,
simple-minded as he was, a vague suspicion of what Lady Hilda
wanted him to say had somehow forced itself timidly upon him.
“ London’s a very big place, no doubt ; but still, people are always
running together unexpectedly in it.”

Hilda sighed and looked at him again intently without speaking.
She stood so, face to face with him across the table for fully two
minutes ; and then, seeming suddenly to awake from a reverie, she
started and sighed once more, and turned at last reluctantly to leave
the little study. “I must go,” she said hastily ; “ Mamma would be
very angry indeed with me if she knew I'd come here; but I couldn'’t
let you leave the house without coming up to tell you how greatly I
admire your spirit, and how very very much I shall always mis; you,
Mr. Le Breton. Will you take this, and keep it asa memento?” As
she spoke, she laid an envelope upon the table, and glided quietly
out of the room.

Ernest took the envelope up with a smile, and opened it with some
curiosity. It contained a photograph, with a brief inscription on the
back, “E. L. B., from Hilda Tregellis.”

As he did so, Hilda Tregellis, red and pale by turns, had rushed
into her own room, locked the door wildly, and flung herself in a
perfect tempest of tears on her own bed, where she lay and tossed
about in a burning agony of shame and self-pity for twenty minutes.
¢ He doesn't love me,” she said to herself bitterly ; “he doesn’t love
me, and he doesn’t care to love me, or want to marry me either !
I’'m sure he understood what I meant, this time; and there was no
response in his eyes, no answer, no sympathy. He’s like a block of
wood—a cold, impassive, immovable, lifeless creature! And yet I
could love him—oh, if only he would say a word to me in answer,
how I could love him! I loved him when he stood up there and
bearded papa in his own drawing-room, and asked him how dese he
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speak so, how dare he address him in such a manner! I kaw
then that I really loved him. If only he would let me! Buthe
won't! To think that I could have half the Algies and Bertiesin
London at my feet for the faintest encouragement, and I can't have
this one poor penniless Ernest Le Breton, though I go down on my
knees before him and absolutely ask him to marry me ! That's the
worst of it! I've humiliated myself before him by letting him sce,
oh, ever so much too plainly, that I wanted him to ask me ; and
I've been repulsed, rejected, positively refused and slighted by him!
And yet I love him! I shall never love any other man as I love
Ernest Le Breton.”

Poor Lady Hilda Tregellis! Even she too had, at times, her
sentimental moments | And there she lay till her eyes were red and
swollen with crying, and till it was quite hopeless to expect she could
ever manage to make herself presentable for the Cecil Faunthorpe's
garden-party that afternoon at Twickenham.

(Zo be continued.)
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BUILDERS' RUBBISH.

AS anybody ever met with an Englishman or an Englishwoman
who was heartily ashamed of the size of London? Misgivings
on the subject are not uncommon, but who can produce the tearful
penitent who goes about in moral sackcloth because of the disgrace
and sin involved in it? Nobody. “London”—say the geography
books, and we all think the same—* is the largest city in the world,
and both by its size, its wealth, the multitude of its public buildings
and charitable institutions, the extent of its commerce,” &c., “it
must be regarded as the most important city in existence.” Well,
if the mere size of the overgrown thing is boastable, obviously
the increase of bulk still quietly in process is commendable
rather than not. Yet even the most complacent, without going
up into that remarkable dovecote which surmounts St. Paul’s, and
surveying the metropolis “from Chiswick to the Pool,” may be
excused for desiring some Statute of Limitations to be applied to its
extension.

It wants a despot, however, to say to a city, *Thus far, and no
farther!” How delightful, for instance, it is to read in Herodotus of
the cartings away of populations and the manufacture of human
warrens at a moment’s notice. Think, too, of the changes which
have taken place in an area of ten or twenty square miles round the
site where Delhi now stands. Not far from the Jumna and the famed
“ Street of Silver,” outside the city gates, there are the remains of a
whole ruined capital, with ghostly untenanted streets, imperial squares
without a solitary passer-by, silent palaces, and a massive citadel
gone to decay. These vast and desolate ruins are as much worth
seeing as the great Temple at Karnac, or Columba’s Cathedral in
Iona; as much, almost, as the wiped-out slums close to the St.
Pancras Railway Station in London. But what are they ? This, for-
getful Briton, is Tughlakabad ; for did not Emperor Tughlak, soon
after the Mussulman invasion of India, take it into his royal head
that a new “empire city ” was absolutely essential to his dignity
and greatness? So he bade the folk of Delhi pack up their
* Gladstones,” and decamp, just as, some day, a future Russian
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Tennyson was a veritable seer when he said :—

All within is dark as night ;

In the window is no light ;
And no murmur at the door,
So frequent on its hinge before.

By the way, how fondly he dwells on the idea of deserted houses !
There must have been some strong impression produced on the
poet's mind by the sight of a real “ Lonely moated Grange” once
upon a time, probably in youth. Says Amphion : —

My father left a park to me,
But it is wild and barren ;

A garden, too, with scarce a tree,
And waster than a warren,

And Mariana’s flower-pots with blackest moss
Were thickly crusted, one and all,

But in this suburban Moated Grange there are no flower-pots at
all. There is no sign of life about the place, and you might go on
ringing the front door bell, the rusty handle of which still hangs
expecting visitors, for a month without attracting much attention—
beyond that of the contemplative donkey that is browsing on the
succulent grasses which rankly adorn one of the ornamental flower-
beds.

Emerson says man is not meant to dwell among the ruins, or be
like those animals that look backward. So we will pass on to the
kitchen garden, which ought to lie behind that old brick wall where
the coping is off, and the blackened door has lost a panel—it has
merely mouldered away, and perhaps the donkey put his foot through
it jn derision. You look through the gap, and are at once conscious
of complete desolation. The kitchen garden is like Maremma!
You thought the mansion a ruin, but the kitchen garden is a perfect
wreck. It is large, and enclosed on three sides with high walls, and
on the fourth side with palings, to which you make your way round.
There is no difficulty in entering through the palings ; they are broken
in scores of places, but it matters not at all, as there is nothing worth
petty larceny inside. The old fruit trees still cling to the walls, it is
true, but having been left untended for years they are mere dead
relics. It is a horrible notion, but they look just like crucified male-
factors, whose executioners have gone away and forgotten to take
them down, so there the withered skeletons hang, and will hang, till
the unmaking of the world. No fruitage do thesc tcarecrows bear
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the ghosts arise? Will no shadowy “army of the dead ” lay viewless
hands on those rash men, as it once * beleaguered the walls of
Prague” in Longfellow’s ballad? No, after all, the speculative
builder is doing a necessary work, and the Powers Below—if not those
above—are with him. If he would only use better mortar, and
indulge his clients with the facile boon of some cheap architectural
beauty ! Itis not Asis fault—it is “that blessed word, Evolution "—
which is responsible for the fact that you will have a nightmare of
little houses in your sleep to-night, and that you go away revolving
many memories from this characteristically suburban scene of rust,

and mould, and chaos come again.
H F. LESTER,

\\2
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jungle on the delta of some forgotten Amazon or some primaval
Nile, we should find ourselves surrounded by strange and somewhat
monotonous scenery, very different from that of the varied and
beautiful world in which we ourselves now live. The huge foliage
of gigantic tree-ferns and titanic club-mosses would wave over our
heads, while a green carpet of petty trailing creepers would spread
luxuriantly over the damp soil beneath our feet. Great swampy flats
would stretch around us on every side ; and instead of the rocky or
undulating hills of our familiar Europe, we should probably see the
interior country composed only of low ridges, ualifted as yet by the
slow upheaval of ages into the Alps or Pyrenees of the modern
continent. But the most striking peculiarity of the scene would
doubtless be the wearisome uniformity of its prevailing colours.
Earth beneath and primitive trees overhead would all alike present
a single field of unbroken and unvarying green. No scarlet flower,
golden fruit, or gay butterfly would give a gleam of brighter and
warmer colouring to the continuous verdure of that more than
tropical forest. Green, and green, and green, again ; wherever the
eye fell it would rest alike upon one monotonous and unrelieved
mass of harsh and angular verdure.

On the other hand, if we turn to a modern Engiish meadow, we
find it bright with yellow buttercups and purple clover, pink-tipped
daisies and pale-faced primroses. We see the hedges white with
may or glowing with dog-roses. We find the trees overhead covered
with apple-blossom or scented with horse-chestnut. While in and
out among the beautiful flowers flit equally beautiful butterflies,—
emperors, admirals, peacocks, orange-tips, and painted ladies. The
green of the grassy meadow and the blue of the open sky serve only
as backgrounds to show off the brighter hues of the beautiful blossoms
and the insects that pay court to them incessantly.

To what is this great change in the general aspect of nature due ?
Almost entirely, we may now confidently conclude, to the colour-
sense in the insects themselves. The lovely tints of the summer
flowers, and the exquisite patterns on the butterfly’s wings, have alike
been developed through the taste and the selective action of these
humble little creatures. To trace up the gradual evolution of the
insect colour-sense and its subsequent reactions upon the outer
world, we must go back to a time when neither flower nor butterfly
yet existed.

In the carboniferous earth we have reason to believe that almost
all the vegetation belonged to the flowerless type—the type now
represented amongst us by ferns and horse-tails, These plenty, a8
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various colours ; and the bees upon which he experimented soon
learnt to return to one particular colour only, even though both the
paper and the honey were occasionally transposed. Thus we have
direct evidence of the clearest sort that the higher insects 4o actually
perceive the difference between various colours. Nay more, their
perception in this respect appears to be closely analogous to our
own ; for while the bees had no difficulty in discriminating between
red, orange, or yellow, and green, they did not seem to perceive so
marked a distinction between green and blue. Now this fact is very
_ like that which we perceive to hold good with the human eye, for all
of us are much more likely to confuse green and blue than any two
other hues.

If, then, bees and wasps, as Sir John Lubbock has shown, and
butterflies, as we may infer from other observations, do possess this
developed colour.sense, we may ask, how did they obtain it? In
all probability it grew up side by side with the growth of bright-hued
flowers. Just as those blossoms which exhibited the greatest ten-
dency to display a brilliant whorl of tinted leaves, in the neighbour-
hood of their stamens and pistils, would best succeed in attracting
insects, so, in return, those insects whose eyes were most adapted
for distinguishing the pink and yellow blosscms from the green
foliage, would best succeed in procuring food, and would thus live
down their less gifted competitors.

It may reasonably be asked, How could an animal without a
colour-sense develop such a faculty by the aid of natural selection
alone? At first sight the question seems indeed a difficult one ; but
it is possible, I think, to suggest a way in which it may have happened.
Colours, viewed objectively, consist of @ther waves having different
rates of vibration. In an eye devoid of the colour-sense, all these
ether-waves would doubtless set up the same sort of action in all the
ends of the nerves, and would therefore produce exactly the same
general sensations. But if in certain eyes there was the slightest ten-
dency for some of the nerve-terminals to respond specially to the oscil-
lations of one particular order, while others of the nerve-terminals
responded rather to oscillations of a different order, there would be
the first ground-work for the evolution of a colour-sense. If this
diversity of action in the nerve-ends proved of no service to the
animal, it would go no further, because those individuals who
possessed it would not be favoured beyond those who did not. But
if it proved uscful, as it undoubtedly would do to flower-haunting
insects, natural selection would ensure its survival and its constant
increase from generation to generation. Even colourbhnd progs
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interest to musical notes : and even insects will chirp in response to
a chirp like their own. So, creatures which pass all their lives in
the search for bright flowers must almost inevitably come to feel
pleasure in the perception of brilliant colours. This is not, as so many
people seem to think,a question of relative intellectual organisation : it
is a mere question of the presence or absence of certain sense-centres.

But it may finally be urged that even though insects recognise
and admire colours in the mass, they would not notice such minute
and delicate patterns as those on their own wings. Let us see what
evidence we can collect on this head. First of all, insects have not
only produced the petals of flowers, but also the special markings of
those petals. Now these markings, as Sprengel pointed out a
century since, bear a constant reference to the position of the honey,
and are in fact regular honey-guides. If one examines any flower
with such marks upon the petals, it will be found that they converge
in the direction of the nectaries, and show the bee or butterfly where-
abouts he may look for his dinner. Accordingly, they must have
been developed by the gradual action of insects in fertilising most
frequently those flowers which offered them the easiest indication of
where to go for food. Unless insects noticed them, nay more,
noticed them closely and accurately, they could never have grown
to their present definite correlation with the nectary, a correlation
which, Mr. Darwin says, first convinced him of the reality of their
function. ‘I did not realize the importance of these guiding marks,”
says Sir John Lubbock, ¢ until, by experiments on bees, I saw how
much time they lose if honey which is put out for them is
moved even slightly from its usual place.” In short, insects, like men,
are creatures of habit. How complicated these marks sometimes
become, we can see in most orchids.

Again, the attention insects pay to comparatively small details of
colour and form is clear enough from the mimicry which sometimes
occurs amongst them. In some instances, the mimicry is intended
to deceive the eyes of higher animals, such as birds or lizards, and
can therefore prove nothing with regard to the senses of the insects
themselves. But in a few cases, the disguise is adopted for the
sake of deceiving other insects ; and the closeness of the resem-
blance may be accepted as good evidence of acute vision in the class
so mimicked. Thus, several species of flies live as social parasites
among the hives or nests of bees. These flies have acquired belts
of colour and patches of hair, closely imitating the hosts whose honey
they steal ; while their larvee have even the ingratitude to devour the

larve of the bees themselves. Of course, any fly who entered abee-
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golden scales. With us, an eligible young man is too often a young
man with a handsome estate in the country, and with no other
attractions mental or physical. Amongst insects, which have no
estates, an eligible young butterfly is one with a peculiarly deep and
rich orange band upon the tip of his wings. Thus the cumulative
proof of the @sthetic superiority of butterflies seems well-nigh
complete,

If we examine the lepidoptera or butterfly order in detail, we shall
find some striking cornclusions of the same sort forced upon us. The
lepidoptera are divided into two great groups, the moths and the
butterflies. Now, the moths fly about in the dusk or late at night ;
the flowers which attract them are pale, lacking in brilliancy, and,
above all, destitute of honey-guides in the shape of lines or spots ;
and the insects themselves are generally dark and dingy in
coloration. Whenever they possess any beauty of colour, it takes
the form of silvery scales which reflect what little light there may- be
in the grey gloaming. The butterflies, on the other hand, fly by day,
and display, as we know, the most beautiful colours of all insects.
Here we must once more recall that difference between the structure
of the eye in nocturnal and diurnal species which Mr. Lowne has
pointed out. ‘Nor is this'all. While most moths -are night-fliers,
there are a few tropical genera which have taken to the same open
daylight existence as the butterflies. In these cases, the moths,
unlike their nocturnal congeners, are clad in the most gorgeous
possible mixtures of brilliant metallic colours.

Other instances of like kind occur in other orders. Thus, among
the bectles, there is one family, the rose-chafers, which has been
specialised for flower-haunting ; and these are conspicuous for the
beauty of their colouring, including a vast number of the most brilliant
exotic species. Their allies, the common cock-chafers, however, which
are not specialised in the same manner, are mere black and inconspi-
cuous insects. So among the flies: most of the omnivorous families are
dull and ugly ; but several of the flower-haunting tribes are adorned
with brilliant colours, and live upon honey. In fact, an immense
majority of the brightest insects are honey-suckers, and seem to
have derived their taste for beautiful hues from the nature of the
objects among which they seek their food.

There is one striking and obvious exception, however, which has
doubtless already suggested itself to the minds of readers. I mean the
bees. These are the most flower-loving of all insects, and yet they
are comparatively plain in their coloration. We must remember,

however, that the peculiar nature of the commonwealth aoOngst W
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earth enjoys and appreciates this perpetual pageant of natural love-
liness ; to me it appears, on the contrary, a prettier and more modest
creed, as well as a truer one, that in those higher and purer delights
we are but participants with the vast mass of our humbler dumb

fellow-creatures.
GRANT ALLEN.
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this couple’s sons was named Thomas—Thomas Spence. He was
born on the Quayside, Newcastle, June 21, 1750. After doing
something in his father’s trade he became clerk to a smith, opened a
school on his own account, took two posts in the schools of others,
and then prepared ““ the Spencean system.” By this system, designed
to suit all the peoples of the earth, he proposed to divide the nation
into parishes, to which the land should be inalienably attached ; the
rents were to be paid quarterly to the parish officers, and after
subtracting the necessary expenses of the country and of the State,
the remainder was to be equally divided among the parishioners.
Every parish was to have its schools and libraries, and its annual
representative in Parliament, every man was to be a militiaman,
and every fifth day was to be a Sabbath. This effusion procured him
expulsion from the Philosophical Socicty, before which he read it.
None the less he proceeded to develop itin a Utopian work, on Owen’s
model, entitled, “ The Constitution of Spensonia,”and when the French
Revolution was succeeded by the Napoleonic flood, this was seriously
adduced as evidence for the necessity of suspending the Habeas
Corpus Act. In the meanwhile the eccentric author had turned his
attention to phonetics, and produced a treatise indifferently entitled
“ The Grand Repository of the English Language,” or the * Ensi-
klopedeu Britanika.” Requiring the caresses of married life, he took
to him Miss Elliott, of Hexham, but neither she nor her one child
made him happy, and he came to London. In Holborn he kept a
stall, at one end of which he sold “saloop,” and at the other had a
board stating that he retailed books in numbers. After this many of
his publications were dated from “The Hive of Liberty, No. 8
Little Turnstile, High Holborn.” Among them was one of the
strangest periodicals ever issued from the press—‘One Pennyworth
of Pig’s Meat, or Lessons for the People, alias (according to Burke)
the Swinish Multitude. Published in Penny Numbers weekly.
Collected by the Poor Man’s Advocate (an old, persecuted Veteran
in the cause of Freedom) in the course of his reading for more than
twenty years.” This was carried on from 1793 to 1795;' and on
January 5 of the latter year the Morning Chronice contained a
letter showing that abundant attempts had been already made to
prosecute him in respect of it. For more than seven months he
stated he had been confined ; four times he had been dragged from
his business by runners and messengers, thrice indicted before grand
juries, twice had true bills been found against him, thrice had he

' In 1794 a work of yet more unsavoury title was aimed at by prosecuticn —
the ¢ Hog’s Wash” of Daniel Isaac Eaton,
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1745, it appears that others of the Stuarts suffered similar con-
temptuous treatment. Two certain papers signed * James R.,” and
four signed ¢ Charles P. R.,” were, we read, directed to be burnt
by the common hangman at the Royal Exchange on Tuesday,
November 12. Proclamations of about the time of the battle of
Worcester, and, above all, James’s Royal ¢ Book of Sports,” would
show yet further instances.

But if pretenders to royalty have been pursued out of England,
the representatives of English kings de facfo have been sustained in
foreign lands. In 1682, for example, the Count de Maiole's “ His-
tory of the War of Holland,” written in Italian, was suppressed at
the instance of Lord Preston, the English Ambassador in Paris,
because of the discoveries it made of transactions between the
Courts of England and France about entering into the war and for
carrying it on. A more conspicuous case—one, at least, more per-
sonal—connects itself with the Sir Dudley Carleton, whom we have
already heard of as giving succour to the hapless Antonio de
Dominis. The fact was that about January 1610 it became
apparent in Holland that divisions between those who leaned to
Calvinistic and those who leaned to Arminian views on questions of
predestination, co-operation in grace, final perseverance, and other
mighty and might-provoking doctrines, had reached an unpleasant
climax. The Arminians had drawn up a statement in which they
called themselves Remonstrants—a name destined to become fixed
on them—and as they differed from the Contra-Remonstrants in points
only which required very fine explanation, it was apparent that the
battle, like all those fought on narrow strips of ground, must be
fierce as that of Horatius, Chabrias, or Haring of Horn. And
so, indeed, with occasional intermittances, it was till September
1617, when a new phase of the feuds was developed. The magis-
trates of Amsterdam (who sided with the Contra-Remonstrants)
carefully raised this quarrel with the province of Holland, when to
inflame it they hit on the capital expedient of proposing the holding
of a National (before a Provincial) Synod. There were all sorts of
resistances and replies, and the result was as unsettled as ever when,
on October 6, Sir Dudley, the envoy of Great Britain, spoke on
behalf of the holding of the Synod, and stoutly blamed the Remon-
strants. The States of Holland thereupon made their answer, shelving
the blame ; and in November their designs were supported by the
appearance of an anonymous pamphlet, called * The Balance or
Scales,” “as prepared to weigh that writing, which, whilst it defended

the Remonstrants, handled the English envoy so freely” Ts qam-
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threatened ever and anon to out-boom the reverberant siren voices
of religion in their temporal and ecclesio-political aspects, that the
halloos and horns of the censor have sounded. It must be confessed
that in the echo that has met them too often has been discernible
poverty of spirit, or else perhaps a misconception in philosophy that
they that will not receive truth should not be allowed the chance of
conquest against, not those who can receive it, but those that hold it.

Was it some such misconception that led Descartes, on hearing of
the imprisonment of Galileo, to retard his treatise upon the system
of the world? He clearly himself did little of which he was
ashamed, or he would scarcely have written as he did to Pere
Mersenne, in a letter of November 19 or 20, 1633. He claims, he
says, the position of a debtor in begging time just as the period
for payment is arriving with respect to “ Mon Monde,” which three
years since he had promised for New Year’s Day, 1634. For, says
he—and the point has interest not only as carrying some justification,
but as showing the slowness with which intercommunication was
effected two centuries and a half ago—1I lately made inquiries of
friends in Sweden and Amsterdam for the work of Galileo, which I
understood had been published in Italy last year, that I might examine
it before completing my own ; whereupon I was advised that it had
indeed been published, but that all the copies had been buint and
the author condemned in some penalty or other, “ce qui m'a si fort
étonné que je me suis presque résolu de briler tous mes papiers,
ou de moins de ne les laisser voir & personne. Car je n'ay pu
m’'imaginer qu’'un homme qui est Italien, et qui plus est tres-bien.
venu du Pape, 2 ce que j'apprens, ait pu étre criminalisé pour autre
chose que parce qu'il aura sans doute voulu établir le mouvement
de la terre, que je scay bien avoir été autrefois censuré par quelques
cardinaux.” No doubt ; gui bene latust bene vixit,  All the same he
did not escape. A fine was imposed, and 4is works also were
ordered to be burned.

But however problematical is the justness of the connection of
State with science through religion, it is indisputable that the affairs
of Cabinets may raise cases which fitly lie well within its determinative
and punitive province. Accordingly English history alone presents
not one or two cases in which professed * secret memoirs ” have been
dragged somewhat austerely to the light. One of the most interesting
of these, the circumstances of which have retained something of their
mystery to this day, is a compilation of the year 1699, entitled,
“ Memoirs of Secret Service. By Matthew Smith.” These memoirs

consisted chiefly of letters from which it was made Yo appear Wak
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Paris; but by one short, snatched visit to Ireland he risked the breach
of the condition. It was to land at Kingstown. In two days Eva
was his bride. In 1856 the pardon granted to the exile was made
unconditional. Ireland was now once more visited, degrees in
medicine taken, and practice set up successfully. Some years after-
wards man and wife sailed for Sydney, and made their home in
Brisbane. In 1877 the Hon. Kevin Izod O'Doherty accepted a seat
in the Legislative Council.

These are some of the more romantic episodes in the history of the
suppression of books. In England the day of burning books by
the common hangman has passed. The list, disregarded as it has
been by students both of history and literature, certainly reached to -
a length little short of four hundred items. But the widely interpret-
able terms of blasphemy, indecency, and seditiousness are causes
of suppression certainly not inactive either among us or on the
Continent. The condemnation of M. Léon Taxil’s novel, “Les
Amours Secrets de Pie Neuf,” at Montpellier ; the burning of the
Gospels at Barcelona ; the confiscation of a translation of the  De-
camerone ” at Berlin ; the prohibition of “ Laferte’s” or the Princess
Dolgorouki’s ¢ Alexandre II.: Détails inédits de sa Vie intime et
sur la Mort,” at St. Petersburg ; the dismissal of Mr. Joynes by Mr.
Hornby from Eton ; the seizure of the Kerry Sentine at Tralee—
these and many other instances which crowd almost within a
year show that the hand of the censor has not lost its cunning to
grasp. Whether in this there be a shock to liberty, politicians, and
they whose interests should be represented by them, have it alike in
power and in duty to decide.

W. H. OLDING,
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all the green rice fields lay behind us, and everything looked dry
and parched. The air was intensely still, and the hot sunshine
seemed to make even the birds heavy of wing. We noted that along
the horizon lay a dull brassy red cloud, which was gradually rising.
It was a dust-storm rapidly sweeping over the plain. As it
approached, the trees were violently tossed and shaken, the ground
strewn with the yellow blossoms of the sweet babool tree, branches
were torn off ; in fact, it was a tremendous squall. In another
moment we found ourselves in almost total darkness, by reason of
the vast mass of floating sand, which was being blown along by the
fury of the gale. We had quickly shut every window, yet in it came,
so that we were half smothered. These storms are very destructive
to houses; so rapidly does the eddying whirlwind approach,
that there is hardly time for the precaution of shutting doors,
windows, and shutters, and in some cases the very roofs have been
torn off.

We reached Allahabad at midnight, and here another cordial
Scotch welcome awaited me. How pleasant to find blazing fires and
hot tea, to say nothing of the very unexpected luxury of a hot bottle
in bed! Could this really be India? I had to send for a tailor
next day to manufacture extra flannels ! At the same time he had
to make a white cover for my umbrella, as even my thick sun-hat
was insufficient for safety when exposed to the sun’s rays. Even in
the daytime one step makes all the difference from extreme freshness
of the shade into the pleasant but dangerous sunshine, and after
nightfall the air is, in the winter months, decidedly chilly.

We were now for the first time living in a real Indian bungalow,
with high thatched roof and pillared verandah. It had, however, a
few special features of its own. Here my host held his magisterial
court or cutchery, with his staff of moonshees (writers) and native
police. Beneath the broad shade of the neeme and tamarind trees
waited the crowd of witnesses, those who came from afar having
divers quaint carriages ; there they sometimes sat for hours, smoking
and devising how best to bamboozle the unfortunate magistrate, who,
however, was happily gifted with perceptions too keen for the success
of their little plots, and, guessing the truth by some intuition, would
collect his mass of infinitesimal evidence with an acuteness which
reminded me of those Australian trackers who, when searching for
the body of a murdered man, suddenly, in the heart of the trackless
bush, stopped, and picking up an ant, examined it minutely, and
declared that it carried a minute atom of white man’s flesh. They
then watched, and saw other ants running in the contrary ditectian,
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tion of keeping these under my pillow, and, as to stepping on the floor
barefooted, that would have involved an amount of courage to which I
could lay no claim ! more especially when the rooms are carpeted with
that Indian grass matting of which sharp tiny points are for ever suggest-
ing the presence of stinging creatures. The matting is sometimes made
of grass, sometimes of bamboo, ora sort of papyrus which is split when
green, and makes a smooth shiny flooring, always cool and clean.

In some of the older bungalows, the bath-rooms and verandahs
are coated with chunam, which looks like cream-coloured polished
marble. It is a sort of fine lime, made of burnt sea shells, and
supposed to have been mixed with the white of eggs. The secret of
its manufacture has however been lost, and no substitute has been
found to compare with it.

Among the household pests especially dreaded, none entail more
vigilant precautions than the destructive white ants, creatures no
bigger than grains of living rice, whose armies work so swiftly and
so silently, that, if left undisturbed for a day or two, they will com-
pletely destroy any woodwork to which they take a fancy; and
although, from their love of working in darkness, they will not touch
the outer surface, but leave a most respectable exterior, a touch will
soon betray the hollow sham, and prove that nothing remains beneath
so fair a show but crumbling dust. So strong is their aversion to
light that, as a general rule, it is sufficient safeguard merely to raise
each box or article of furniture on such a stand as shall allow a free
current of air beneath it. A couple of bricks or empty wine bottles
laid like rollers are all that is needed ; also, to avoid close contact
with the wall. Wherever these busy workers make their way, they
form secure tunnels for their own safety, of hard mortar as solid as
stone ; sometimes so entirely filling up the woodwork which they
have hollowed, that it becomes a more solid structure than before,
though of a different material. Pictures have sometimes been thus
dealt with, and mirrors, when fastened to the walls, their wooden
framework and back being entirely eaten away all but the thinnest
external crust, while the glasses remain strongly cemented to the
wall itself.

Countless are the annoyances consequent on books and papers
being thus destroyed—indeed, goods of all sorts. One tradesman
told me he had received a large supply of English goods one day,
and unpacked them in the evening. One single night they lay on
the ground, and next morning were literally reduced to powder.
He showed me his door, apparently of good strong timber, which,

however, crumbled at a touch, utterly destroyed ; and the worst ot
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of helping ladies before gentlemen, a homage to the sex which they

~seem determined never to remember. It is, however, necessary for
every one to have a servant to himself, as they have no notion of
foraging for any but their own master, so that if you intend dining
out you must merely mention the fact, and on reaching your friend’s
house, will find your servant there ready to attend to you. Possibly
your host may not be provided with a sufficient quantity of plate, in
which case his head-man will send word to yours, that certain things
are required. Should you recognise your own crest, you are not
supposed to make any comment thereon, as probably your butler
may have occasion to borrow in his turn. But after such joint
entertainments the kitmutgars have a very solemn division of silver
and counting of spoons. Though all alike are dressed in white, a
variety of livery is marked by the pattern and colour of waist-scarf
and of the peculiar flat hat, which they adopt in lieu of turban.

The only exception to the rule of having to be attended by your
own servants is at the table of the Governor-General, where no out-
siders are admitted. The servants at Government House are alto-
gether clothed in scarlet, having a shield worked on the breast,
bearing the royal arms in gold and colours, and a very gorgeous set of
attendants they are—notwithstanding their bare brown feet. It must
be confessed that an ordinary English dinner-table does look dull and
colourless for lack of these varied ingredients.

Among the peculiarities of supply for Indian tables are the
Mutton Clubs, when four families agree to have their mutton properly
fed on gram, and killed and quartered, cach family in turn getting
the head and feet. This arrangement is due to the fact that no
meat will keep in the hot weather. Being the sole means of supply,
it is edifying to behold joints of the same animal alternately appear-
ing with and without mint sauce, and diversified with the titles of
mutton or lamb! Gram is the grain on which cows, horses, goats,
and all domestic animals are fed, as are also the natives themselves ;
consequently the animals are supposed sometimes to be defrauded of
their allowance. When such suspicion is afloat, the creatures are
brought up to the Sahib’s house and made to feed in his presence.
To the new comer it is somewhat startling at first to see this odd
muster for meals in front of the verandah. The objection to
“ bazaar-fed mutton” zersus ¢ gram-fed,” is that the former is
always tough, and is supposed to have fed on all manner of
rubbish. The same idea applies to the rich creamy milk of the
buffalo, which certainly is an unclean feeder. 1t is, in fact, a mere

scavenger, and will eat any offal it finds. There is certalnly no
’ W W2
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Ishmael on Mount Ararat by his father Abraham, which was duly
averted by a Heaven-sent goat. Then the whole Mahommedan male
population arrayed itself in fair linen, with gorgeously embroidered
waist-scarfs and turbans, and went forth to worship in the mosques (or
Musjids as they are called in India), and thence came to visit some
grand old tombs in the Kooshroo Bagh, wherc we were sketching :
so we surveyed them at our leisure. Bagh means garden, and here four
tombs, each the size of a great church, mark the resting-place of the
Rajah of the Glad Face, and his wife, brother, and friend. The tombs
are beautifully carved buildings, crowned with a great dome. They
are still shadowed by some very fine old tamarind trees, though the
finest specimens of these trees, unequalled for size and beauty, were
cut down a very few years ago, by order of some tasteless and sense-
less magistrate.  There were formerly beawiful avenues of these
trees all round the town, but these likewise have disappcared before
the insatiable thirst for “improvements,” and sorely their want is
now felt along those broad dusty roads.

Outside the Kooshroo Gardens is a large caravanserai, formerly a
great halting place for caravans, and crowded with camels, elephants,
and bullocks ; but the omnivorous railway has absorbed so much
of the traffic that the travellers who now rest here are few and far
between. But there is still a picturesque bazaar beneath the trees,
with great gates on either side, and a deep, cool well, where the
women come to draw water and rest awhile beneath the great Peepul
tree.

The principal gateway here is thickly studded with horseshoes
of every size and make. Thcre are hundreds of them nailed all over
the great gates, doubtless the offerings of manya wayfarer who has long
since finished his carthly pilgrimage. We could not find out what
was the exact idea connected with this custom—probably much the
same notion of luck as we attach to finding a horseshoe (especially
one with the old nails still in their place!) We afterwards noticed
that-the sacred gates of Somnath, preserved in the Fort at Agra, are
similarly adorned. It reminded us of that curious old manorial right
still kept up at Oakham, in Rutlandshire, where every peer of the
realm is bound, the first time he enters the town, to present a horse-
shoe to be nailed on the old portal, which is well-nigh covered with
these lordly tributes. It is said that in case any contumacious peer
should refuse to pay this tax, the authorities have a right to stop his
carriage and levy their black-mail by unshoeing one of the horses.
To avert so serious an annoyance, the tribute-shoe is generally
ready, some being of enormous size, and inscribed with Wkt o






OATHS, IMPRECATIONS, AND
ANATHEMAS.

N this paper I do not propose to treat of curses in the malevolent
and wicked sense of the word, nor of legal and compulsory
oaths exacted in courts of justice, in our own as wellas in other coun-
tries. Much might be said upon this subject, especially if I began
my homily with the solemn injunction of the Gospel—* Swear not
at all ; neither by heaven, for it is God's throne ; nor by the earth,
for it his footstool "—an injunction which, if the nations were half as
Christian as they pretend to be, would have made an end to legal
oaths nearly nineteen centuries ago. But this branch of the subject
is alien to my purpose, and I therefore pass it over, and proceed to
the consideration of the oaths that are not enjoined by the law—be
they in the form of imprecations, asseverations, objurgations, choleric
exclamations and anathemas, more or less earnest and virulent—
which have long been current in the talk of the multitude of all
countries, ancient as well as modern.

The vice of profane and thoughtless swearing was formerly much
more prevalent than it is in our day, and, though not likely to become
altogether extinct even among the classes that ought to know better
than to indulge in it, is happily diminishing. It is now mostly, though
not entirely, confined to the vulgarest and least refined classes of
society, who indulge in it from sheer habit, and without thought of
its meaning or its want of meaning.

Let me state, by way of exordium, that the promulgation of Puri-
tanic ideas on the subject of oaths, as they are heard in the common
intercourse of society, and in the mouths of people who mean no
harm by them, is no part of my purpose. On the contrary, much
may be said in their favour, more especially when they are used as
mere ebullitions of excited feeling, as vents of temporary anger or dis-
pleasure, when no profanity or blasphemy is associated with them in
the mind or dwells on the tongue of the utterer. Such oaths are the
genuing outbursts of natural feeling, and are difficult and often im-
possible to control on occasions, when, if it were not ot the ¢ wody
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Dean Ramsay in his amusing “ Reminiscences of Scottish Life and
Character,” who was exceedingly angry with the Duke of Athole for
failing to keep an appointment, and who was described by a High-
lander who witnessed his wrath as having “sworn tremendously.”
** But, whom did he swear at ?” asked a good woman standing by.
“Oh! he did not swear at anybody in particular,” was the reply,
“but just stood in the middle of the road and swore at large!”
“Our John swears awfully,” said a Scottish lady of her brother, as
recorded by the same writer, “and we try a’ we can do to correct
him ; but nae doubt his swearin’ is a great set-off to his conversation.”
The minister’s wife, condoling with her husband, who had knocked
his shins against the scraper at the door, and received a hurt which
caused him to wince and make wry faces, and even to roar with pain,
“counselled him to go into the garden and swear awee, but by no
means to swear in the manse.”

The late Patrick Park, the eminent sculptor, almost rivalled the
Count de Noé in his imprecatory epithets, with this difference, that
the Count used his oaths in cold blood and almost mechanically,
whereas Park only employed them when he was excited. Being on
board the Highland steamboat proceeding up the Caledonian Canal,
through the chain of beautiful lakes to Inverness, he was accosted
by another passenger, a once famous engineer, with the angry
question, “Is it true, Mr. Park, that you said I was not worth a
damn?” I don't remember that I ever said so,” replied Park,
‘“but, if I did, I under-estimated you. You are worth two damns
—and I damn you twice !”

Beaumarchais, in the ‘ Marriage of Figaro,” makes pointed mention
of the English God-damn as the very bone and sinew of the language.
« Diable!” says he, “ c'est une belle langue que ’Anglais. Il en faut
peu pour aller loin. Avec God-dam en Angleterre on ne manque
de rien. Les Anglais & la vérité ajoutent par-ci par-1A quelques
autres mots en conversant ; mais il est bien aisé de voir que God-
dam est le fond de leur langue.”

When “damn ” is used as an imprecation or a malediction, as it
too often is, the damnation is almost if not invariably confined to the
eyes of the person against whom the curse, whatever it may amount
to, is directed in the mind of the utterer. No one dreams in his
fiercest wrath of hurling his imprecations against the head, the beard,
the face, the mouth, the teeth, the arms, the legs, or the body of the
person against whom his anger is directed. That such oaths, how-
ever, have been imagined will be evident to all readers of Rabelais,
who remark the comprehensive and exuberant catalogue of all
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comical predicament of the two old ladies, whose mule, in crossing
the mountain pass, could not be prevailed upon, either by persuasion
or by force, by caresses or by blows, to budge an inch, but remained
obstinately fixed on the road. One old lady suggested that possibly
a good round oath might answer the purpose. But neither would
be guilty of the profanity of swearing, although both agreed that a
curse would be effective. What was to be done? After earnest
deliberation it was finally resolved that the oaths—delivered ore
rotundo—should be launched at the brute forthwith ; and that the
sin of making use of them should be minimized, or even extinguished,
by dividing the syllables of the anathema between the two swearers :
one saying fou-, the other #r¢, making the horrid oath fowzre, which it
was thought no mule could resist. The experiment was tried, but
only to result in failure, as Sterne narrates in his inimitable manner.
In the present day, the most common as well as the most disgust-
ing form of oath among the English vulgaris the epithet “bloody,” which
some, with more refinement than their fellows, have attempted to su-
persede and obliterate by the less offensive word “ blooming "—that
suggests the old meaning, but in a milder form. Mr. Julian Sharman,
in an interesting volume recently published, entitled “A Cursory
History of Swearing,”! to which I have been indebted for the idea of
this paper, suggests that the English borrow this highly objectionable
word from the German &/utig. Blutig is no doubt a German word,
as bloody its synonym is an English one; but in both languages
the word has a natural and inoffensive meaning ; as when we speak of
a bloody battle. The Germans, unlike the English, have confined the
use of the word to that innocent and inoffensive meaning, and never
use it in the sense of an expletive of intensity, as in the slang of the
present times the adjectives “dreadful” and “awful” are made to do
duty for “very” and ¢ exceeding.” When a coarse Englishman declares
in his disgusting phraseology that he is sanguinary hot, or sanguinary
cold, or sanguinary tired, or sanguinary hungry, or sanguinary thirsty,
as the case may be, he only employs the word bloody as synonymous
with the meek word—too meek for his sturdy nature—of “very.”
Dean Swift once wrote to Laurence Sterne that it was 8/ody hot in
Dublin, not intending by the use of the word to be guilty of an
outrage against good manners or an assault upon the purity, of the
polite language of the time—but simply using a word that he found in
currency among the Irish people with whom he associated. The
word, offensive as it has become, is in reality the innocent relic of the
old Keltic or Gaelic once spoken by all the people of these islands,
ages before the formation of the actual English \angoage owk K o=
! London : Nimmo & Bain, 1384.






SCIENCE NOTES.

THE SPECTRE OF THE BROCKEN.

IR DAVID BREWSTER, in his “ Letters on Natural Magic,”
thus describes this celebrated phantom : “ About a quarter-
past four he (Mr. Hane) went towards the inn, and looked round to
see whether the atmosphere would afford him a free prospect towards
the south-west, when he observed at a very great distance, towards
Achtermannshohe, a human figure of a monstrous size. His hat
having been almost carried away by a violent gust of wind, he sud-
denly raised his hand to his head to protect his hat, and the colossal
figure did the same. He immediately made another movement by
bending his body—an action which was repeated, the spectral figure.
M. Hane was desirous of making further experiments, but the figure
disappeared. He remained, however, in the same position, expect-
ing its return, and in a few minutes it again made its appearance on
the Achtermannshohe, when it mimicked his gestures as before.”
Then he called the landlord, and two mimicking figures were seen.

When I was a student in Edinburgh, residing in the old town
near the college, one part of my physical discipline was to climb
Arthur's Seat, daily, from the steep side, opposite the end of
Rankeillor Street, run down the easy slope towards Holyrood, and
then walk back to my lodgings. On one of these occasions I saw
the spectre of the Brocken, which was doubly interesting, as Professor
Jamieson, whose class in Natural History I was attending, had
recently described it. I wrote an account of it and sent it to him,
but he never replied, and took no notice of it. He was very old
then, and rather morose ; probably regarded my letter as a student’s
hoax.

The chief point of my letter was an original explanation of the
magnified dimensions of the figure, which I still believe to be correct,
though during all the years that have intervened I have not seen
offered by anybody else.

The phantom appeared, as it always appears at the Brocken,
when the sun was very near the horizon. The weather was very
remarkable and unusual. A ground fog enveloped the whale of
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a little after sunrise or before sunset, and the mist reaching the sum-
mit and rising somewhat above it ; to any height from two or three
hundred feet to that of the spectator. From the ragged irregularities
of the surface of such a mist these conditions must be frequently
fulfilled.

The reason why the spectral visitor is nevertheless unknown, is
simply that visitors do not ascend in such weather, and nobody, not
even a shepherd, has any business to transact on the bare rock of the
summit, '

CoAL UNDER LoNDON.

HE important practical question of whether there are or are
not any coal seams under London, or near to London, still
remains open. The most recent revelations connected with it are
those derived from a boring made at Richmond to a depth of 1,308
feet, which reaches 150 feet lower than any other well that has
hitherto been sunk in the London Basin.

The lower 60 feet of this boring passes through strata which
appear to correspond with the new red sandstone, between which
to the carboniferous system, including our coal measures, there is
but one other step downwards in the geological ladder.

Fragments of anthracite coal were actually found in this part of
the boring, and this has reawakened old hopes, especially as the
anthracite, being very brittle, is not likely to have travelled from any
great distance. .

Though sentimentally averse to throwing cold water upon such
expectations, I cannot help regarding this find of such fragments as
indicating the absence, rather than the presence of coal seams below.
As this inference may, at first sight, appear paradoxical, I will explain
—1st. The rocks above the coal measures are, of course, of later
formation than those below. 2nd.~ They are, of necessity, formed of
the materials of their predecessors. 3rd. In order to supply such
material, these predecessors must have been more or less denuded
or worn away and redeposited.

The question that naturally follows these three simple proposi-
tions is : Which of their predecessors supplied the materials thus re-
deposited? It may have been the mountains that stood high and dry
above the fjords, estuaries, or seas, in which the coal was deposited.
If these supplied the material while the coal seams were still under
water, the deposit in that water would have covered up the coal with-
out disturbing it, preserving it safely for our future use.
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above it, and dark slopes of brownish red clay everywhere below;
the plain at our feet presenting a continuation of the same colour.

In this case the white upper region is due to chalk, which slowly
falls in flakes that are fairly comparable in many respects to the snow-
flakes of the air. They remain solid as the snow does down to a
certain limit, but below this become transparent liquid, lost in the
general ocean.

This apparent mystery is easily explained. Henry, long ago,
proved experimentally that water, under the pressure of 96 feet depth
of itself, absorbs three times as much carbonic acid as at the ordinary
pressure of the atmosphere. The analyses of sea water, taken at
different depths, show an actual and very considerable increase of
carbonic acid with increase of depth. Carbonic acid thus absorbed
by water and condensed into liquid dissolves carbonate of lime
very readily.

Near the surface of the ocean are vast multitudes of foraminifera,
and other minute creatures, whose jelly-like bodies are encased
in a delicate frame-work of carbonate of lime (the globigerina are
well-known examples). When these creatures die they slowly sink
through the water, which with increasing depth contains more and
more of the solvent, and thus at last their limestone frame-work
is dissolved entirely, and all that remains to sink is the fleshy part of
the creature, which by its final decomposition probably contributes
to the supply of carbonic acid in the lower depths, especially when
it serves as respiratory food for deep-sea creatures.

The depths at which this solvent action is completed is about
12,000 to 14,000 feet, varying like the height of the upper snow line.
Below it, the quantity of deposition that occurs must be very small
indeed, as the solid matter brought into the sea by rivers can
scarcely travel so far, and the organic deposit of fleshy material de-
composes and leaves but an infinitesimal contribution of permanent
solid matter.

Cosyic Dust IN THE OCEAN.

ROM the above note it is evident that the upward shallowing
of the greatest depths of ocean (which have been actually
sounded to a maximum of nearly 30,000 feet), must proceed very
slowly indeed, and that the deposit there must be very different from
our limestones, our sandstones, or any other of the stratified rocks
that are now high and dry, and with which geologists are acquainted.
It spite of all that has been said and written concerning wy-
YOL. CCLVI. NO. 1841, NN\
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action of sea water for any great length of time. They must have
been alloyed, like meteoric iron, with other less corrodible metal or
metals, such as nickel or cobalt. Anybody may prove this by putting
ordinary iron filings in sea water. They speedily become a mass of
rust, especially in the presence of carbonic acid.

I should like to see in the British Museum or the Jermyn Street
" Museum some good-sized consolidated blocks of this deep-sea red
clay, that they might be compared with dry-land rocks, and otherwise
examined at leisure.

Gas FLaAMES AND BLACKENED CEILINGS. .

N a lecture delivered at Cheltenham Gas Exhibition, on 24th
March last, Mr. Thomas Fletcher, of Warrington, expounded a
new and original theory of the blackening of ceilings by gaslights.
He attributes it to the carbonising of dust particles in the air rather
than to smoke from the gas itself. These black particles, he says,
rise to the ceiling with convection currents of air produced by the gas,
and there adhere, especially when the gas is newly lighted, and the
aqueous product of its combustion is condensed on the cold surface of
the ceiling.

This explains the efficacy of the covers of talc or mica, now so
commonly used. They would only deflect the smoke formed by
gas itself, and disperse it a little, but their action in preventing or
greatly lessening the charring of dust particles floating between the
gas flame and the ceiling is easily understood.

VEGETATION IN THE FAR NORTH.

N a paper on “ Aérial Exploration in the Arctic Regions” in the
Gentleman's Magazine of July 1880, I pointed out some of the
largely prevailing popular fallacies concerning Arctic climate.

Recent researches of Professor Schubeler are interesting in con-
nection with this subject. He found that dwarf beans taken from
Christiania to Trondhjem, about four degrees further north, and grown
there, gained more than 60 per cent. in weight, and that thyme from
Lyons, planted at Trondhjem, gained 71 per cent. Seed from Norway,
sown in Breslau, decreased greatly in the first year, and, generally
speaking, those plants which are capable of maturing at all in or near
the Arctic regions, produce much heavier seed than when grown
nearer to the equator.

It has long been known that the colour and arom?, of fowers we
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TABLE TALK.

CHARLES READE. OB. APRIL 11, 1884.

HE death of Charles Reade removes one of the few men of
inventive genius to whom England in the present century

has given birth. To speak of Reade as a novelist, and thus to
associate and, possibly, to confound him with the ordinary suppliers of
prose fiction, is unjust. More than any writer of the present genera-
tion Reade deserved to be called a romancier, to employ a French
word for which romancer is not an equivalent. His fictions are all
romances, and are the best of their class since the days of Scott.
With the greatest of his English contemporaries, Thackeray, Dickens,
Lytton, George Eliot, he had nothing in common. The one writer
he recalls, both in his choice of subjects and his method of
treatment, is the elder Dumas, whom he also resembles in the
picturesqueness of his style and in the dramatic character of his
work. “The Cloister and the Hearth” is accepted as his master-
piece. - Its opening chapters are, indeed, superior to almost anything
of the class in contemporary fiction. A few readers, commencing to
regard themselves as veterans, recall the startling revelation of genius
afforded in ¢ Christie Johnstone” (1853), which had been preceded in
1852 by “Peg Woffington.” Succeeding works have appealed to a
larger public, and have obtained a wider popularity, without, how-
ever, in every case, disturbing the faith in these early efforts. It
is not wise to prophesy ; there is a temptation, however, to predict
that Reade’s work will live. It has those qualities of imagination,
insight into character, truth to nature, and dramatic appropriateness,
of which the world does not soon weary, and it is animated by a
breath of genuine passion. Of the man himself, impetuous, generous,
hot-headed, strong as adamant in his resistance to any attempt at
coercion, yet gentle and almost child.like in his pleased submission
to persuasion, it is not easy now to speak. In his friendships and
his hatreds, in his convictions and his prejudices, and in the superb
vitality of his nature, he was rather like a man of the Elizabethan
epoch than an Englishman of to-day. His life consists in his friend-
ships and his writings, It is well to place on record, however, that
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Oh! then how proud a presence does she bear !
Then is she like herself ; fit to be seen
Of none but grave and consecrated eyes.”

I think that a meditation upon these noble utterances would conduce
to a termination of this form of persecution.

SocraL CLruss.

HE development of club life in England forms a curious
feature of modern social existence. Every year witnesses
an increasing number of clubs, and adds to the delay experienced
by a candidate in obtaining admission into any old-established in-
stitution. Beside the regular club, however, with which I do not
propose to deal, a host of minor clubs, the purpose of which is
entirely social, have sprung into existence. The social club has no
home of its own, in some cases no property. Itisa perpetuation,
under different conditions, of the tavern life of the last century. A
score or so men of kindred tastes meet together weekly or monthly,
as the case may be, dine orsup together, and spend the post-
prandial hours in conversation or some form of entertainment. In-
stitutions of this kind are, of course, innumerable. Some have
naturally more interest than others, and there are a few concerning
which the next generation will be glad to have a few particulars.
Into the inner life of an individual club I do not purpose to enter.
To do so would, in this case, according to whether I belong to the
club or know it as a visitor, be treachery or impertinence. There
can, however, be no objection to mentioning the names and
character of a few of the best known social clubs. The Novioma-
gians is thus a social club which has grown out of the Society of
Antiquaries. Very far from being a musty or rusty club is this.
Antiquaries since the days of Sir Walter Scott have always had a
taste for festivities. Our Club is the name affectionately given by
Thackeray, Dickens, and Jerrold to a gathering of gentlemen, most
of whom are distinguished in literature and in art. Our Club still
holds together, and can boast a score or more members who worthily
transmit the fame and the virtues -of thejr predecessors. The
Rabelais is for the present a social club, but aims at becoming -
something higher. Its publication of a volunie of T'ransactions may,
perhaps, entitle it to stand in a different category. Odd Volumes is
the humorous title of a club of bibliographers, a prominent member
of which is Mr. Quaritch. Unexpected publicity has recently been
thrust upon the proceedings of this society, which were reported in
a daily newspaper. The singularly ferocious and wholly ndecotoes
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PHILISTIA.

By CeciL. PoweR.

CHAPTER XV,
EVIL TIDINGS.

RNEST had packed his portmanteau, and ordered a hansom,
meaning to take temporary refuge at Number 28 Epsilon
Terrace ; and he went down again for a few minutes to wait in the
breakfast-room, where he saw the Zimes lying casually on the little
table by the front window. He took it up, half dreamily, by way of
having something to do, and was skimming the telegrams in an
unconcerned manner, when his attention was suddenly arrested by
the name Le Breton, printed in conspicuous type, near the bottom
of the third column. He looked closer at the paragraph, and saw
that it was headed “ Accident to British Tourists in Switzerland.”
A strange tremor seized him immediately. Could anything have
happened, then, to Herbert? He read the telegram through at once,
and found this bald and concise summary before him of the fatal
Pontresina accident :—

“ As Mr, H. Oswald, F.R.S., of Oriel College, Oxford, and Mr.
Le Breton, Fellow and Bursar of St. Aldate’s College, along with
three guides, were making the ascent of the Piz Margatsch, in the
Bernina Alps, this morning, one of the party happened to slip near
the great gully known as the Gouffre. Mr. Oswald and two of the
guides were precipitated over the edge of the cliff and killed imme-
diately : the breaking of the rope at a critical moment alone saved
the lives of Mr. Le Breton and the remaining guide. The bodies
have been recovered this evening, and brought back to Pontresina.”

Emest laid down the paper with a thrill of horror. Poor Edie !

How absolutely his own small difficulties with Lord Exmoot (2ded
VvoL. ccLvl. No. 1842, , QQ
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gesture of deprecation. “You a governess! Why, my own precious
darling, you would never do for it ! ” :

“ Oh yes, indeed,” Edie answered quickly. I really think I
could, Ernest. Of course I don’t know very much—not judged by a
standard like yours or our dear Harry’s. Harry used to say alla
woman could ever know was to find out how ignorant she was. Dear
fellow! he was so very learned himself he couldn’t understand the
complacency of little perky, half-educated schoolmistresses, But still,
I know quite as much, I think, in my little way, as a great many
girls who get good places in London as governesses. I can speak
French fairly well, you know, and read German decently ; and then
dear Harry took such a lot of pains to make me get up books that he
thought were good for me—history and so forth—and even to teach
me a little, a very little, Latin. Of course I know I'm dreadfully
ignorant ; but not more so, I really believe, than a great many girls
whom people consider quite well-educated enough to teach their
daughters. After all, the daughters themselves are only women, too,
you see, Ernest, and don’t expect more than a smattering of book-
knowledge, and a few showy fashionable accomplishments.”

¢ My dear Edie,” Ernest answered, smiling at her gently in spite of
her tearful earnestness ; “ you quite misunderstand me. It wasn’t
that 1 was thinking of at all. There are very few governesses and
very few women anywhere who have half the knowledge and accom.
plishments and literary taste and artistic culture that you have;
very few who have had the advantage of associating daily with such
a man as poor Harry ; and if you really wanted to get a place of the
sort, the mere fact that you're Harry’s sister, and that he interested
himself in superintending your education, ought, by itself, to insure
your getting a very good one. But what I meant was rather this—I
couldn’t endure to think that you should be put to all the petty
slights and small humiliations that a governess has always to endure
in rich families. You don’t know what it is, Edie ; you can’t imagine
the endless devices for makirg her feel her dependence and her
artificial inferiority that these great people have devised in their
cleverness and their Christian condescension. You don’t know what
it is, Edie, and I pray heaven you may never know; but 7 do, for
I’ve seen it—and, darling, I can’# let you expose yourself to it.”

To say the truth, at that moment there rose very vividly before
Emest’s eyes the picture of poor shy Miss Merivale, the governess at
Dunbude to little Lady Sybil, Lynmouth’s younger sister. Miss
Merivale was a rector’s daughter—an orphan, and a very nice girl in
her way ; and Emest had often thought to himself while he lived at
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squirearchy, “but in any case I don’t want you to be troubled now,
either with old Miss Luttrell or any other bitter old busybodies. 1
want to speak seriously to you about a very different project. Just
look at this advertisement.”

He took a scrap of paper from his pocket and handed it to Edie.
It ran thus i— ' »

“WanTeD at Pilbury Regis Grammar School, Dorset, a Third
Classical Master. Must be a Graduate of Oxford or Cambridge ;
University Prizeman preferred. If unmarried, to take house duty.
Commence September 20th. Salary, £200 a year. Apply, as above,
to the Rev. J. Greatrex, D.D., Head Master.”

Edie read it through slowly. “Well, Ernest?” she said, looking
up from it into his face. “ Do you think of taking this mastership?”

“If I can get it,” Emest answered. “ You see, I'm not a Univer-
sity Prizeman, and that may be a difficulty in the way ; but other-
wise I'm not unlikely to suit the requirements. Herbert knows
something of the school—he’s been down there to examine; and
Mrs. Greatrex had a sort of distant bowing acquaintance with my
mother ; so I hope their influence might help me into it.”

“Well, Emest?” Edie cried again, feeling pretty certain in her
own heart what was coming next, and reddening accordingly.

“ Well, Edie, in that case, would you care to marry at once, and
try the experiment of beginning life with me upon two hundred a
year? I know it’s very little, darling, for our wants and necessities,
brought up as you and I have been : but Herr Max says, you know,
it’s as much as any one family ought ever to spend upon its own
gratifications ; and at any rate I dare say you and I could manage
to be very happy upon it, at least for the present. In any case it
would be better than being a governess. Will you risk it, Edie?”

““To me, Ernest,” Edie answered with her unaffected simplicity,
it really seems quite a magnificent income. I don’t suppose any of
our friends or neighbours in Calcombe spend nearly as much as
two hundred a year upon their own families.”

“ Ah, yes, they do, darling. But that isn’t the only thing. Two
hundred a year is a very different matter in quiet, old-world, little
Calcombe and in a fashionable modern watering-place like Pilbury
Regis. We shall have to live in lodgings, Edie, and live very
quietly indeed : but even so I think it will be better than for
you to go out and endure the humiliation of becoming a governess.
Then I may understand that if I can get this mastership, you'll
consent to be married, Edie, before the end of September?”

“-- “Oh, Ernest, that's dreadfully soon!”
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class parent—and our parents are unfortunately all middle-class—
prick up his ears like the faintest suspicion or echo of a title. ¢ Very
good school,’ he goes back and says to his wife immediately ; ¢ we'll
send Tommy there ; they have a master who's an honourable or some-
thing of the sort ; sure to give the boys a thoroughly high gentle-
manly tone.” It’s snobbery, I admit, sheer snobbery : but between
ourselves, Maria, most people are snobs, and we have to live, pro-
fessionally, by accommodating ourselves to their foolish prejudices.”

“ At the same time, doctor,” said his wife severely, “ I don’t think
we ought to allow it too freely, at least with the door open.”

“You're quite right, my dear,” the head master answered sub-
missively, rising at the same time to shut the door. “ But what
makes this particular application all the better is that young Le
Breton would come here straight from the Earl of Exmoor’s, where
he has been acting as tutor to the son and heir, Viscount Lynmouth.
That'’s really admirable, now, isn’t it? Just consider the advantages
of the situation. A doubtful parent comes to inspect the arrange-
ments ; sniffs at the dormitories, takes the gauge of the studies,
snorts over the playground, condescends to approve of the fives
courts. Then, after doing the usual Christian principles business and
working in the high moral tone a little, we invite him to lunch, and
young Le Breton to meet him. You remark casually in the most
unconscious and natural fashion—I admit, my dear, that you do these
little things much better than I do—* Oh, talking of cricket, Mr. Le
Breton, your old pupil, Lord Lynmouth, made a splendid score the
other day at the Eton and Harrow.” Fixes the wavering parent like a
shot. *Third master something or other in the peerage, and has
been tutor to a son of Lord Exmoor’s. Place to send your boys to
if you want to make perfect gentlemen of them.” I think we'd better
close at once with this young man’s offer, Maria. He's got a very
decent degree, too ; a first in Mods and Greats ; really very decent.”

“ But will he take a house-mastership, do you think, doctor? "
-asked the careful lady.

“ No, he won’t ; he’s married or soon going to be. We must let
him off the house duty.”

“Married!” said Mrs. Greatrex, turning it over cautiously,
““Who's he going to marry, I wonder. I hope somebody present-
able.”

““Why, of course,” Dr. Greatrex answered, as who should feel
shocked at the bare suggestion that a young man of Ernest Le
Breton’s antecedents could conceivably marry otherwise. * His wife,
or rather his wife that is to be, is a sister, e tels me, &t o e
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awn opinions to himself on such subjects. What

pathy or response was there for such a man as he

= aly critical and calmly deliberative learned society?

\ surse, that all Oxford was wholly given over even then to
¢ agnosticism. There were High Churchmen, and Low

.ichmen, and Broad Churchmen enough, to be sure: men

carned in the Fathers, and the Canons, and the Acts of the
General Councils; men ready to argue on the intermediate state,
or on the three witnesses, or on the heretical nature of the Old
Catholic schism ; men prepared with minute dogmatic opinions
upon every conceivable or inconceivable point of abstract theology.
There were people who could trace the Apostolic succession of the
old Comish bishops, and people who could pronounce authorita-
tively upon the exact distinction between justification and remission
of sins. But for all these things Arthur Berkeley cared nothing.
Where, then, among those learned exegetical theologians, was there
room for one whose belief was a matter, not of reason and argument,
but of feeling and of sympathy? He did not want to learn what
the Council of Trent had said about such and such a dogma ; he
wanted to be conscious of an inner truth, to find the world per-
meated by an informing righteousness, to know himself at one with
the inner essence of the entire universe. And though he could
never feel sure whether it was all illusion or not, he had hungered
and thirsted after believing it, till, as he told his father timidly that
day, he actually did believe it somehow in his heart of hearts. Let
us not seek to probe too deeply into those inner recesses, whose
abysmal secrets are never perfectly clear even to the introspective
eyes of the conscious self-dissector himself.

After a pause, Arthur spoke again. He spoke this time in a very
low voice, as one afraid to open his soul too much, even to his father.
% Dear, dear father,” he said, releasing his hand softly, “ you don’t
quite understand what I mean about it. It isn’t because I don’t
believe, or try to believe, or hope I believe, that I think I ought never
to have become a parson. In my way, as in a glass, darkly, I do
strive my best to believe, though perhaps my belief is hardly more
in its way than Ernest Le Breton’s unbelieving. I do want to think
that this great universe we see around us isn’t all a mistake and an
abortion. * I want to find a mind and an order and a purpose in it ;
and, perhaps because I want it, I make myself believe that I have
really found it. In that hope and belief, with the ultimate object of
helping on whatever is best and truest in the world, I took orders.
But I feel now that it was an error for me. T'm not the right man ta
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THE SEIGNEUR DES ACCORDS.

E are told by scholars that formerly in Greece, to avoid
famine, a sacred feast was held in honour of Apollo, called
Pyanepsia, from a mysterious boiling of beans which took place on that
occasion. In this feast was borne about by boys a bough of an olive
wreathed with wool, to which were tied samples of every fruit which
fruitful autumn bears. Not unlike this branch in its manifold variety is
the best book of the Seigneur des Accords, by him, for this reason,
baptised “ Bigarrures.” Its pages teem with puns and pasquinades,
rebuses and retrograde verses, epitaphs and acrostics, chronograms
and anagrams, and all the sort of them—the literary triflings in which
the “ Spectator ” was so well pleased. Its diversity of argument, its
confused and miscellaneous doctrine, will remind every reader who
suffers himself to compare great things with small, and sacred with pro-
fane, of the ¢ Stromata” of Clement of Alexandria.

Etienne Tabourot, or the Seigneur des Accords, as he chose to call
himself, was born at Dijon in 1547. Educated at Toulouse, he was
by profession a lawyer, but, like many others of that trade, before
and after Pope’s clerk, foredoomed to cross his father’s soul, was
wont, doubtless, to pen a stanza when he should engross. He himself
attributes this inconstant disposition to the natural vivacity of the
French nation. In one of his poems he has handed down to posterity
his opinion of pleading :

Plaider c’est un torment,

Et le plus violent martire
Qu’a mes ennemis je désire.

His lordship of Accords is an imaginary fief founded on his family
arms, consisting of a tambour, or, as it was in his time named, tabour
or tabor, thus forming what the French call a devise parlante. To this
body of a drum he or his ancestors joined the soul, or motto ¢ A tous
accords.” For, inasmuch as the tabor, itself.the most imperfect of
musical instruments, yet accords and harmonises with all others, so
Tabourot, by a praiseworthy infirmity of humour, was wont to accom-
modate himself, though in his own judgment a man of little intelligence,
to all intelligences. Just as the drum is equally suited to prece 2d
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ments of Plautus’s plays give in acrostics the names of his comedies,
though it seems unlikely that Plautus himself condescended to this
literal wit. It is perhaps the work of Friscian, or of the Christian
priest Sidonius Apollinaris, when antique simplicity had lapsed into
laborious trifling. Cicero, however, speaks in his “Divination” of
acrostics to be found in the Sibylline verses and those of Ennius.
"A delicate instance of the conceit is offered us by Ausonius. Tabou-
rot was animated in this ingenious exercise not by the desire
of concealing the authorship of his book but by that of the
better preservation from oblivion of his name. He would more-
over be led into it by his natural love of such subtleties, of
which his work is not wanting in examples; and, for fear his name
should be overlooked, he expressly tells us in the preface to the
second or fourth book how it is to be found. The * Bigarrures ” are
certainly sufficiently varied. The first book is a pot-pourri compact
of rebuses of Picardy, amphibologies, antistrophes, anagrams, and
other examples of what Addison entitled false wit. The second or
fourth book, a less lively volume, treats on education, change of sur-
name, Frenchverse,and sorcery. The whole work is concluded with the
“ Apophthegms ” of Sieur Gaulard and the “ Escraignes Dijonnoises.”

With the espri¢ prime-sautier of Montaigne he seems to have put
down things in this book as they occurred to him, without any
attempt at arrangement. In the ¢ Bigarrures” the only order is dis-
order ; the whole discourse is a cog @ /’dne in which he passes from
one subject to another, after the mode and manner of a Matinian
bee flitting over a field of flowers on a summer morning. It
is a Flemish painting, in which field and forest, man and beast,
river and mountain are all assembled and gathered together as in
a catoptric mirror. Tabourot himself compares his work to a
Turkey carpet, and says he piled up his materials pell-mell, just as
they came into his mind. As so little regard to correlation of
subject was observed by the author, there has been little observance
paid in this paper to his order of treatment.

Master Newbury the stationer, according to Camden, devised for
himself a yew tree with berries, and a great N hanging upon a snag
in the midst of the tree, which could not chose but make Newbury.
Of such rebuses expressing names by bodies, alike adopted by the
courtier and the costermonger, and set on silken tapestry and on
signboards, if only those of France were written down, they would fill
enough paper, says Tabourot, to load ten large mules. Nor does he
speak with any high approbation of people who affect wisdom in such
frivolities ; such men are only fit, in his opinion, to pass all their life
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Tryphiodorus, who wrote an “ Odyssey ” in which the first book con-
tained no word including the letter a, the second none including the
letter 5, and so on to the last book of the poem and the last letter
of the alphabet. Of this particular puerility of an epoch of deca-
dence Tabourot has given us no example writ by himself. It is
remarkable as being perhaps the only kind of elaborate trifling which
he has not countenanced and supported by some of his own work.
Why he has not done so is likely to remain as much a mystery to
posterity as the “ eventuation,” to borrow an American term, of Dr.
Johnson’s pieces of orange peel. Certainly he was not a man to be
deterred by the difficulties of any such enterprise which required
rather time than talent, and in which a happy issue was more the
result of industry than of intelligence.

In a chapter which the Seigneur des Accords calls “ Notes” he
speaks of various cryptograms, of the apothecaries’ signs, and of the
signs of the zodiac, in which he says § represents the tail of the lion,
and thus by a kind of synecdoche stands for that constellation. o
shows the preference of the Crab for lateral motion, and at the same
time a power of direction of that motion either to be to the east or the
west. m stands for the Virgin, by representing the folds of 2 woman's
dress. Tabourot had evidently adopted pre-Raphaelite ideas of art.
Curious interpretations of the Roman S.P.Q.R. have been frequently
suggested. Tabourot tells a tale of one admitted to the chamber of
a newly appointed Pope who could think of none other meaning for
these letters, which he saw everywhere printed or embroidered on the
furniture of the room, than ¢ Sancte Pater, quare rides,” to which his
Holiness readily responded by a retrograde ¢ Rideo quia Papa sum.”
The priest who piously explained I.N.R.L on the cross by “ Je n'y
retournerai jamais ” was rather void of acquired than native intelligence,
and the same apology may be offered for the husband of that jealous
lady who, on seeing “ Finis ” at the end of one of his books, insisted
on an explanation, and was informed that the expression was
a cabalistic note for “ Femme jalouse n’aura jamais santé.” The
chapter on “ Notes ” includes a number of ciphers, the fashxonable
monograms of our present time.

The representation of the external forms of certain objects by a
symmetrical disposition of language, that fantastic sort of poetry
which bears the name of figured verse, and which caused Addison
to fear the filling of the town with poetical tippets, fans, snufi-
boxes, and the like female ornaments, made an early appearance in
the world of letters. Simmias of Rhodes, who could scarcely have
lived later than the fourth century before Christ, pleased himself,


















The Seigneur des Accords. 573

pressed by certain and proper names. No law, no edict, no treaty,
no covenant, no will, no bargain, no bond is there but could be invali-
dated if the words were only considered apart from the intenticn
of those who wrote them. Even our familiar and daily talk will
have no coherence “si verba inter nos aucupabimur,” if we are
continually word-catching, or, as Tabourot says, in “ce ne sera
jamais fait qui voudra chiquoter tous les mots.” If our servants are
to obey the letter and not the spirit of our commands, what will be the
result? When Xanthus told Zsop, saying, “ Take these cates to my
friend,” meaning his wife, that astute slave presented them to his
master’s bitch, and after excused himself with the plea that Xanthus's
real friend was not the woman who was ever at odds with him and
threatening a divorce, but the little dog which bore all blows, and
after being beaten licked his feet. When the modern brand-new
Irish butler was commanded to put a bottle of wine into cold water
one hot summer day, and therewith at once decanted it into halfa
pailful, he acted according to his lights and the letter of his
master’s order.  Of equivocal expressions, sentences of double mean-
ing, amphibologies—enfend.-trois, as they were mysteriously called in
the times before Tabourot—there is, of course, no lack of examples
in the “ Bigarrures.” Among them is the logical fallacy of

Gemmze (gems) are precious stones,

Gemmz (buds) are in vines :

Ergo precious stones are in vines,
which indeed is very near the truth, for does not their juice bedeck
the nose with balas rubies? Divine oracles have dealt in this kind
of deceit from the beginning. Every one remembers the instances of
Creesus and Aacidas. It is a vulgar error, says Tabourot in opposi-
tion to Erasmus, that John ate locusts; his meat was rather the tops of
the twigs of trees, a kind of salad probably. The two elders who
watched the fair Susanna walking in her garden had as little of
the sere and yellow leaf about them as the old man of the mountains.
Many of our author’s stories in this chapter bear familiar faces, as
that story of the peasant to whom the physician gave his prescription,
saying, “Take this in a glass of water in the morning before
breakfust,” which the peasant did, not without difficulty, and was
nothing bettered. Many more would shock the modern reader as
much as the first rule of Jean Despautdre, which sufficiently
explained itself, shocked the Countess d’Escarbagnas. The majority
"of Tabourot’s tales, like those of Rabelais, whose many-jointed
words, as messerificgue, mirelificque, adorn his pages, or of Swift, whom
he so much resembles in his najve cynicism and piguant inpudence,
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¢ Hail, Simo ! ” said indignantly, ¢ Tell that beggar not to belittle my
name, which is Simonides, not Simo.” Some such nmoblereau, as
Tabourot calls the novus homo, was probably the occasion of his
treatise on the ‘ Change of Surname,” in which, as a strong con-
servative, he supports the cause of the old nobility and inveighs in
good set terms against those who, by altering their name or prefixing
to it Jlarticle gentilhommesque, de, de la, du, &c., hope to hide the
lowliness of their origin. He is for allowing no man to cast a slur
upon his ancestors by changing his surname, unless it be indecent
or difficult to pronounce, and then only by letters patent, to be sold
at a high price. He concludes by advising his noblereaux to learn
and inwardly digest the epigram of Ausonius on Agathocles, the
Syracusan king, who was wont among his vessels of jewels and gold
to set cups of the commonest earthenware, to keep ever in his
remembrance the fact that his father was a potter.

Tabourot’s particular observations on French verse are chiefly
concerned with the intricacies of the old rhymes of Ronsard and Du
Bellay and /% doucereux Belleau. He takes occasion to show the
superiority of measured to unmeasured lines, or lines without any
regular intervention of feminine rhymes, in the construction of songs
and sonnets. Numerous illustrations are given of his own composition.
‘There are some dozen sonnets on the portrait of the lady he always,
he says, faithfully loved under the name of Angélique, and a couple
of vauldevilles, one of which is concerned with this same Angélique
and the other with a little village girl whom he calls his Gadrouillette,
a word which Cotgrave unkindly interprets minx. It is to the verses
contained in this treatise that such fame as Tabourot may possess as
a poet is principally due. Most of his other rhymes, such as the “De-
fense et Louange du Pou ensemble celle du Ciron ” (of which a word
or two presently), have fallen one by one into the jaws of rapacious
time, there to rest without hope of recovery. One of his stanzas,
complimenting his Gadrouillette on her easy-fitting jacket, must make
our modern dames deplore his want of taste.

J’ayme mieux voir sa belle taille
Soubs la biaude qui luy baille
Cent fois mieux faconné son corps,
Qu’en une robe si reserrée
Qui par sa contraincte forcée
Faict jecter I'espaule dehors,

His “ Laudation of a Louse together with that of a Flesh Worm ”

recalls, in the dignity of its subject, the efforts of Homer, Virgil, and
Lucian in regard to a frog, a gnat, and a fly. Tabourot’s selection
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to the cheek of our ingenuous youth in their readings of Horace
and Aristophanes—nay, even of their Shakespeare. Thus doing
continually he doubtless supports the cause of morality, disgust-
ing such reprobate appetites as lust after the forbidden flesh-
pots by abundance, and causing them a surfeit by repletion. Such
Fescennine licence as is to be found in his book, fully compensated
for, of course, in his own opinion by the fertile ingenuity of his wit,
may act asa mithridate to the men of this generation. For the men
of his own time, most of them were fairly inured to poison. Only
here and there a man was roused to indignation, as Pasquier, who
opined that Despériers, the author of the *“ Cymbalum Mundi,” that
Lucianic travesty, ought to be burned with his book. Our ancestors
tolerated much impurity that we should avoid with feline solicitude.
As Molitre said in the Critique to “ L'Ecole des Femmes,” we are
chaste—at all events in our ears. If modesty has left our hearts, it
remains at least upon our lips. It is well known that our imagination
is not equally injured by honest and gross expressions of evil. How
grateful ought we therefore to be for that civilization which has for
ever divided us from all delight in the bold, outspoken obscenities
of ancient paganism !

JAMES MEW.
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nervous stimulation it undergoes. But it so happens, that other two
sets of nerves are concerned more or less intimately in the affairs of
the heart. There exist, for example, the *sympathetic nerves” as
they are called, which form part of a peculiar system of nerves
regarded as distinct from that main system (consisting of brain and
spinal cord with their nerves) which we are accustomed to speak of
as “the nervous system” of the body. From the sympathetic
nerves, then, branches pass into the heart’s substance. But the
system of nerves which owns the brain as its head, also possesses
a share in the heart’s regulation. Nerves are supplied to the organ
from a very remarkable branch, which, with more respect for scien-
tific terminology, perhaps, than for the reader’s feelings, we shall
name the *pneumogastric” nerve. This latter nerve originates
from the upper portion of the spinal cord, esteemed, and justly so,
as the most sensitive and important of the brain centres. So
much for an elementary lesson in the nervous supply of the heart;
the outcome of such a study being, that the heart much resembles
a conjoint railway station, in which three companies possess an
interest, and whose lines enter the structure. The chief proprietors
of the station are represented by the small nerves and nerve-centres
which belong to the heart’s own substance, whilst the fibres of
the sympathetic nerve, and those of the pneumogastric nerve,
represent the other lines that traverse the common territory, and
affect the traffic carried on within its bounds.

Now, in the relations borne by these various nerves to the work
and functions of the heart, we may find a very typical example of the
dominance occasionally assumed by the mind over a function of the
body which, under ordinary circumstances, is carried on without the
control of the head-centre of the frame—just, indeed, as the head
of a department may sometimes interfere with the placid way of life by
means of which his efficient subordinates may discharge the duties
they owe to the country at large. For, what has experimental physi-
ology to say regarding the explanation of the effects of joy or sorrow,
fear and anguish, and the general play of the passions on the heart?
Under the influence of the emotions, the organ of the circulation is
literally swayed beneath varying stimulation, just as in metaphor we
describe it as responding to the conflicting thoughts, which, whilst
they primarily affect the brain, yet in a secondary fashion rule the
heart and other parts of the body. The trains of thought in fact
despatch to the heart, along either or both of the nerve-lines already
mentioned, portions of their influence, with varying and different
effects. Take for instance the effects of fear upon the heart-Yovdes,
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of teeth, and Aer poll was covered with a full crop of dark brown
hair!”

Some of the most remarkable results of an unusual mental
stimulus upon the body, are witnessed in cases wherein specific
diseases have not merely been simulated, but have actually been
induced, by the lucid description cf them in the hearing of the per-
sons who became thus mysteriously affected. Lecturers on the
practice of medicine in our universities and medical schools rarely,
if ever, deliver a statutory course to their students without exem-
plifying the truth of the foregoing observation. The writer well
remembers an instance in point, occurring in a class-fellow of his own
who attended the practice of physic class with him. During and
after the description of skin diseases, this student suffered extremely
from skin irritation, induced by his too vivid realization of the sym-
ptoms described by the lecturer. These uncomfortable morbid feelings
culminated one day when the lecturer described the symptoms of a cer-
tain disease supposed to possess a special sphere of distribution in the
northern parts of Great Britain. For days afterwards, the student was
tormented by an uncomfortable and persistent itching between the
fingers, which no treatment seemed to alleviate ; but which passed
away when an eruption of a simple type appeared on his hands, the
latter induced by no known cause, but apparently as the result of the
morbid mental influences to which he was subject. Not a session
passes in our medical schools but the lecturer on physic has occa-
sion to quiet the nervous fears of nervous students, who simulate in
themselves the symptoms of heart disease, and require the gravest
assurances that their fears are ungrounded, and that they have simply
been studying with a morbid interest the lecturer’s remarks on heart af-
fections. In his work entitled ¢ De I'Imagination,” Demaugeon tells us
that Nebelius, lecturing one day upon intermittent fever, and lucidly
describing ague, noticed one of his pupils to become pale, to shiver,
and to exhibit at last all the symptoms of ague. This lad was laid
up for a considerable period with a true attack of the fever in ques-
tion, and recovered under the usual treatment for the disease. If,
however, it is found that the influence of the mind, and the vain
imaginings of a morbid fancy, may induce disease, it is no less
certain that a like action of the mind may occasionally cure an other-
wise stubborn malady. No better illustrations of such cases can be
cited than those in which a severe fright relieves a condition which
may have resisted every effort of treatment. An attack of tooth-
ache not unfrequently disappears when we seat ourselves in the
dentist’s chair. A severe attack of the gout has been cured by the
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quences of refusing to favour a popular delusion fell fast and heavy.
Jacobites and Whigs alike criticised his determination unfavourably ;
but in the era we speak of began the decline of the sovereign virtue
of the Royal touch—a virtue which is scarcely spoken of, much less
demanded, in these latter days, which, however, countenance and
support delusions of equally absurd kind. Dr. Tuke quotes a
passage from Aubray to the effect that ¢ The curing of the King’s
Evil, by the touch of the King, does much puzzle our philosophers,
Jor whether our kings were of the house of York or Lancaster, it did
the cure for the most part. In other words,” adds Dr. Tuke, “the
imagination belongs to no party, guild, or creed.”

Within the domain of theology itself, the physiologist occasionally
finds it his duty to intrude ; since therefrom not a few illustrations
of very remarkable kind respecting the influence of mind upon body,
have been drawn. The more important do these instances become,
because, from a moral point of view, their influence tends often to
propagate as the “miracle” of the credulous, a condition or effect
readily explicable upon scientific grounds. In convents, not merely
have delusions resulting from diseased imagination been frequently
represented, but such delusions have affected in various remarkable
ways the bodies of the subjects in question. and have in turn
extended their influence to others. Thus, for instance, a tendency
to mew like a cat, seen in one inmate, has passed through an entire
convent. One of the best known instances of a disordered imagina-
tion tending to propagate a delusion, is that given by Boerhaave,
who was consulted with reference to an epidemic occurring in a
convent, and which was characterised by a succession of severe fits.
On the principle similia sémilibus curantur Boerhaave determined to
repress the disordered and, for the time, ¢ dominant idea,” by another
of practical kind, and accordingly announced his intention to use grave
medical measures in the shape of a red-hot iron on the first patient
who presented herself Needless to remark, the dominant idea of
the physician replaced that arising from the abnormal action of mind,
and the peace of the convent was duly restored by this simple
expedient.

One of the most familiar cases which occurred within recent
times was that of Louise Lateau, a young Belgian peasant, whose
mental aberrations, aided by some very singular bodily defects,
gained for her the reputation of sanctity of a high order and un-
common origin. To begin with, Louise Lateau suffered from a pro-
tracted illness from which she recovered after receiving the
Sacrament.  Naturally enough, this circumstance alone affected
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property of the good, but appeared to the sinful likewise. Visions
of demoniacal scenes were once as frequent as dreams of heaven, and
hence it became necessary, as the last-named author points out, to
classify these occurrences as “holy” and “ demoniacal.” St. Francis
d’Assisi was the parent of these ‘ stigmatic” visitations ; and M. -
Maury relates that saints’ days and Fridays were the occasions on
which the ¢ stigmata ” almost universally appeared—a fact illustrated
by such cases as those of Ursula Aguir (1592), and Sister Emmerich
(1824). Here, again, we have to face simply the oft-repeated
problem of the potent influence of mind over a special region or part
of the body, resulting from the extreme concentration of the atten-
tion upon special features or objects of adoration or worship. Emo-
tional excitement produces cases allied to those of the ¢ stigmatics
of religion, under circumstances which suggest a common causation
for both. In the case of a sailor related by Paulini, large drops of
perspiration of a bright red colour appeared on the face, neck, and
breast, after a severe fright. The man was speechless from mental
excitement, but as the bleeding points disappeared the man recovered
his speech. This case presents us with the phenomena of Louise
Lateau, the stigmatic, separated from the halo of inspiration by which
she was surrounded, but induced by a like cause—the abnormal, con-
centrated, and unconscious action of the imagination upon the circu-
lation. No less interesting is the occurrence of a similar phenomenon
inlower life, in the august person of a hippopotamus, which in a fit of
rage was noted by the late Mr. Frank Buckland to perspire profusely
a fluid containing blood. This latter fact servesto demonstrate not
merely the community of these phenomena in man and animals, but
also divests the occurrence of that miraculous or occult nature which
human credulity or superstition, under certain circumstances, would
assuredly attribute to it. ’
ANDREW WILSON.
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burst of poetry—sometimes good, sometimes bad—but still an
attempted expression of themselves through the medium of verse
But Balzac never could write a line indicative even of a knowledge of
what metre is. The solitary fragment of his epic on the Peruvian
Conquest—

¢ O Inca, 6 roi infortuné et malheureux,”

remains to show how absolute his incapacity was in this direction.
He might, indeed, have braved the swords of Antony, if he had
written all with similar infelicity ; but his deficiencies lay deeper than
those of Cicero; for it was not ounly verse, but any form of com-
position, which seemed for a time impossible to him. ¢Balzac,”
writes Théophile Gautier,  cet immense cerveau, ce physiologiste si
pénétrant, cet observateur si profond, cet esprit si intuitif, ne
possédait pas le don littéraire ; chez lui s’ouvrait un abime entre la
pensée et la forme.”

This difficulty in getting at the treasures of his mind, and pre-
senting them to the world in intelligible and attractive shape, caused
a considerable delay in his appreciation both by publishers and by
the public. He issued, under a variety of pseudonyms, a number of
romances and other works, of which a selection still appears in
editions of his writings with the title of * (Euvres de Jeunesse.”
These are of unequal value, but all interesting as exhibiting stages in
their author's development. The one called “Jane la Pile”
originally appeared as * Wannchlore,” and excited much interest -
amongst the Romantic school, who were disposed to hail Balzac as
one of themselves. But he never did really and legitimately belong
to the sect of which Victor Hugo was the prophet. These observa-
tions are not irrelevant to our specific subject, because the celebrated
Cane formed part of a short outburst of extravagance; and that
extravagance was connected both with the slow recognition of
Balzac’s merits, and with his irrepressible belief in his final triumph,
. It is unfortunate that this brief period of apparently frivolous outlay
fell within the time of his connection with a certain publisher of the
name of Werdet. Notwithstanding the European celebrity the
French novelist has obtained, and although his name, of course, is
well known in England, and his works read by all who profess to be
French scholars, yet, from the fact that very little he has written lends
itself to translation, and from the further fact that a good deal runs
counter to English taste, his works are still, in a measure, sealed
books to the general public in this country, and that interest in- his
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the front of a stage boxa Cane was beheld, actually strutting! Could
it be a Cane? What an enormous Cane! What giant could possibly
‘possess such a Cane? It must doubtless be a colossal Cane, intended
for a colossal statue of M. de Voltaire. But then, who had been
bold enough to claim the right to wield it? Tancred took up his
opera-glass, and set himself to study the monster Cane. The ex-
pression is allowed: we have had a monster-concert, a monster-trial, a
monster-budget. Our hero then perceived at the top of this sort of
Hercules’ club, turquoises, gold, and wonderful carvings ; and behind
all this splendour, a pair of great black eyes, sparkling like precious
stones themselves. . The curtain rose,—the second act began, and
the man attached to the Cane moved to the front to watch the stage.

‘¢« Excuse me, sir,’ said Tancred to his neighbour, ¢but might I
ask the name of that gentleman with such very long hair ?’

“¢It is M. de Balzac.’

¢ ¢ What—the author of the “Physiologie du Mariage ”'?°’

¢ ¢ The author of the “ Peau de Chagrin,” of ¢ Eugénie Grandet,”
and of the “ Pere Goriot.”’

‘¢ A thousand thanks to you, sir.’ ”

But we are enabled to follow the Cane also into society. M.
Paul Lacroix, in some interesting papers he published in the Lizrein
1882, describes a party in the house of Madame de Girardin, in
the year 1836. When the Bibliophile entered, there was a large
assembly of literary men and clever women present ; and in the midst
Balzac was seated, with the redoubtable Cane in his hand. A dis-
cussion was proceeding, set on foot by the hostess, as to which of
Balzac’s works was the most brilliant and delightful. The author,
under the microscope, sat very quietly, without apparent embarrass-
ment ; but gently moving his cane from right to left, from left to
right. The new arrival's appearance was the signal for exclamations.
¢ M. Jacob shall decide, he is fully capable of doing so.”

Lacroix was naturally unwilling to undertake so delicate a task;
but being much pressed, he tried an evasion by saying that it was a
judgment which could not be pronounced impromptu ; that he should
have to turn his tongue in his mouth as many times as M. de Balzac
had changed the position of his Cane,—which indeed he might well
do, since the argument was one he could scarcely wish to take
place in his own presence. Balzac, on this, seemed disposed to leave,
but Madame de Girardin would not let Lacroix off, and insisted on
his pronouncing a decision of some sort. Driven into a corner, he
exclaimed, “M. de Balzac has already produced masterpieces,
amongst which I will not invidiously distinguish : but I take the
liberty of prophesying that he will bring, out Tis greatest wotk W wn






Balzac's Cane. 607

Then, again, there certainly zas a second Cane, and it was specified
as being “aux singes.” And we know that the effects of the owner
of the Cane “aux singes” were sold by auction. Here we must leave
the question in the doubt which surrounds it. Both Canes were
prepared by Balzac, but the earlier one is especially connected with his
individuality, as it formed a sort of inseparable personal equipment,
like the- nightcap of Cowper or the wig of Dr. Parr. Which of the
Canes has survived must be left to future Teutonic investigation, when
the feud between Frenchman and German has died out. The subject
will commend itself to Herr Professor ; it has the cachet of unimport-
ance, and is capable of being discussed with becoming acrimony.

The whole episode of Balzac’s display, about the year 1836 is
not, however, of similar insignificance. We should not seek to
exempt men of genius from the obligations of uprightness and self-
respect. But, on the other hand, ought we not to be slow in
imputing paltry and unworthy motives to a writer whose works, in
many places, breathe great elevation of soul? It was kindly of Mr.
Collins to extend his sympathy to Werdet ; and the would-be
publisher is so far entitled to esteem, in that he was early able to
discern the merits of the man he aspired to monopolise. But we
can be sorry for Werdet’s disappointment, without attributing any
grave misconduct to Balzac. He was notoriously an abstinent and
self-dgnying man ; he believed, indeed, that any indulgence of the
senses was injurious to mental effort. His apparent continence was
such that Théophile Gautier was disturbed by it, and suspected
duplicity and concealment. And we feel less disposed to attribute
Balzac's outbreak of extravagance to insatiable vanity than to the
belief that personal notoriety and public curiosity would aid the sale
of his books. Can we suppose that such a notion was absent from
the mind of Walter Scott when he encouraged the mystery sur-
rounding the Wizard of the North ; or from the mind of Carlyle
when he deliberately adopted the crazy jargon of Jean Paul?
Balzac was unsuccessful in early life in business speculations, and
there was a certain ¢ déficit Kessner ” concerning which he indulged
in much mystification ; but whatever the amount really was, he
never dreamed of repudiating it. And he passed away—only in the
prime of middle age—entirely out of debt.

If we can smile over the unpaid obligations of the dead Gold-
smith, and ask was ever poet so trusted—surely remembering that
Balzac fought his way at the last to independence (aided, if you
will, by fortune), we may regard the Cane and Buttons period, if

with regret, at least without asperity.
} W. SRXRER,
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On the 2nd of April it was cut up in the usual joints, which were
variously cooked—roasted, boiled, stewed, and served both hot and
cold at the Adelphi Hotel, opposite the Society’s rooms, where a
party of about 25 gentlemen assembled to test it practically in the
way of luncheon. There was a joint of ordinary vulgar beef for those
who might hesitate to complete a meal on the injected mutton.

I plead guilty of some timidity at first, and of seating myself
within reach of the beef; but after a cautious beginning, and finding
no flavour beyond that of pure mutton in the first dish, I made a com-
plete circuit of both hot and cold. The others appeared to have
begun with similar feelings, but, strange to say, the beef remained
uncut, while there was considerable havoc among the mutton joints.

I used my palate very critically, but failed to detect any flavour
beyond that of pure and very tender mutton in the hot roast, the cold
roast, or the stew ; but was just able to detect a slight softness of
flavour like that of distilled water in the boiled leg. Mr. Barff (son of
Professor Barff), who has been working for some time past upon his
boroglyceride (see note, May 1882), and is familiar with the taste of
boracic compounds, told me that he detected a slight boracic flavour
in the boiled mutton, but none in the roasted.

This, I think, is explained by the fact that boric acid and most of
its compounds are volatile, and readily carried away with the vapour
of water. Our supplies from the fumerolles of Tuscany depend on
this property. Jets of steam issue from fissures in the rock ; and
these jets are conveyed into artificial pools of water. The steam is
loaded with boracic vapou, which is condensed in the pools until the
water is saturated, and then by boiling away the water the crystals are
obtained. I infer that if the boric acid can be thus ejected from its
deep-seated sources in the earth, it may be similarly ejected by the
same agency from the interstices of beef or mutton when roasting or
baking, or even in the course of long stewing, though simple boiling may
not do it so effectually.

There can be no doubt about the success of this method of
preserving meat, though we have yet 'to learn the effect of daily
partaking of small quantities of boric acid on the system. Mr, Barff
spoke very positively of its perfect harmlessness, basing his assertions
* on rather severe experiments,, the particulars of which I have not
space to detail. His testimony is the more valuable, as this process
is rather a rival to that of the boroglyceride, in which he is
commercially interested.

I made inquiries concerning the quantity of boric acid remaining
in the blood finally drawn from the sheep, which would indieate b
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The Asclepiad, will be enriched with a record of some very interesting
results.

If boric acid is thus selective, it will not arrest vinous fermentation
as salicylic acid is said to do.

CHOLERA GERMS AND BORIC AcID.

R. KOCH appears to have at last discovered the specific germs

of cholera. He describes them as comma-like bacilli, always

found connected with this disease, but nowhere else. One of their

very serious properties is an aptitude to develop in a moist soil, and
therefore they are not necessarily destroyed by burial.

As a set-off to this he finds that they only survive and multiply
in fluids that are alkaline or basic. The presence of free acid
destroys them. ‘This fact has an important bearing on the question
raised in my previous note concerning the effect of boric acid when
taken into the human system.

Will this acid destroy these germs and others of a like nature ?
Having only seen an abstract of Dr. Koch’s report, I am uncertain
whether he has or has not tried the action of this very mild acid on
the comma-like bacteria, and determined the degree of dilution that
it will bear without losing its power over them.

It may be that in eating such meat as the mutton I described, we
are rendering ourselves antiseptic, like the mutton. I am told that
boric acid is an effectual specific against diarrhcea, and if so, its
action probably depends upon its destruction of the bacilli or bacteria,
which produce the disturbance.

As it is not generally known, I may inform my London readers
that most of them are daily consumers of boric acid; the practice of
adding “ glacialine,” or some such boracic compound, to milk intended
for the London market, is becoming almost universal.

According to Besana, glacialine consists of eighteen parts of
boric acid, nine parts of borax, nine parts of sugar, and six parts of
glycerol. He also states that another antiseptic, called Glacialin-salt,
is entirely boric acid. Mr. Barff tells me that the glacialine commonly
sold is of very variable composition.

My attention was first directed towards this use of glacialine by
an instructive incident. I was seeking for a missing parcel at a
railway station, and observed a stray can of milk waiting for identifi-
cation. I asked a porter how long it had been there.  Above a
week,” he replied. When I spoke of the probable condition of its
contents, he told me that they had had milk standing thus for about
a fortnight, and none the worse. I believe this to be quite true, and
that glacialine is the preservative agent generally wsed.
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and decorated as I suggested would contain an atmosphere sufficiently
charged with arsenical vapours to destroy the parasitic sources of
infection, while the inhabitant of the room would be taking a mini-
mum amount of arsenic by inhalation, ze. applying it directly to the
lungs where the primary infection appears to operate.

The advantages of this must be the more decided if Crudeli has
found that complete immunity demands the larger doses, which can.
not be safely taken at first, only by progressive increase of quantity.

Therefore I maintain that the hotels in the vicinity of the Cam-
pagna, the Pontine Marshes, the Maremma, and other malarious
regions of Italy, should be papered throughout with brilliant green
arsenical wall papers, and painted with ‘ Scheele’s green” or other
similar arsenical pigment. New Orleans and all other such places
the same, for the special benefit of non-acclimatized visitors.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE ASPIRATE.

MONG the social phenomena that amuse the modern disciples
of Diogenes, one of the most ridiculous s the high social status
recently attained by the aspirate. '

No amount of scientific, literary, or artistic attainments, no pro-
fundity of intellectual insight or practical wisdom, no elevation of
moral dignity, can save the reputation of the man or woman who
drops an H or conventionally misplaces it. The empty-pated social
parvenues of Paris estimate gentility by the use of the genders of
nouns, those of London by that of the aspirate.

I have studied this subject inductively, z.e. have observed the
phenomena of misplacement of the aspirate with the object of ascer-
taining whether it is merely accidental or reducible to a fixed natural
law, and if the latter, to determine the nature of the law. My
researches have been eminently successful.

I find that men and women in a state of nature, or as near to that
condition as English usages permit, have more regard for the force of
the language they use than for its elegance, and that whenever they
desire to give emphasis to a word or syllable commencing with a vowe]
they use the aspirate.

This is well illustrated in the-well known Punck dialogue between
the nervous old gentleman and the hairdresser. * They say, sir, that
there is a good deal of cholera in the hair.” ‘Is there, then I hope
you are very particular about your brushes.” “Oh, sir, I don’t mean
the air of the ed, but the hair of the hatmosphere.”

Now let us rise above mere conventional frivolity and consider
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toes of the long hind feet, not the five claws of the fore arms. The
rest of the structure accords with this upright kangaroo-like posture
but the footmarks show no indications of jumping after the manner
of kangaroos. )

The height of the skeleton as mounted in what appears to be the
natural position of the animal, is 14 feet 2 inches, and its length from
snout to end of tail nearly 30 feet. About half of this length is massive
tail, that was probably used as a swimming organ. The horny spur
found by Dr. Mantell and supposed to be a nose horn is the first
finger or thumb.

It is only fair to state that the ideal restoration by Waterhouse
Hawkins comes nearer to correspondence with the actual skeleton
now completed than the drawings of other geologists, especially that
in the foreground of his well-known educational diagram where the
animal is represented sitting with the forefoot or hand grasping a
fern. The Belgian bones are found associated with abundance of
ferns, and it is supposed that these were the chief food of the animal.
They were probably gathered by the hands, or held while being torn
by the mouth.

The most interesting result of the completion of the skeleton is
that it supplies another of the missing links between the reptiles and
the non-flying birds, such as the moa, ostrich, auk, &c.

PrEHISTORIC TUMULL

N Hardwicke’s Science Gossip of the current month (April) is an
interesting account of a very rich find by Professor P. W. Norris,
Assistant United States Ethnologist (mark the title! Who is the
British ethnologist, and where is his assistant?) of a prehistoric city
near Charlestown containing not only the usual remains of paleolithic
or neolithic implements or vestiges of the beginning of.the use of
metals, but these and the skeletons of the men who used them.

One of these skeletons belonged to an actual giant, a chieftain of
seven feet six inches, who, like Hrolf Gangr, the ancestor of William
the Conqueror, must have been a compulsory pedestrian or “gangr,”
as no ordinary horse could carry him. The other skeletons, their
arrangement, the ornaments and weapons found with them, render this
discovery of comparable value to that of the Viking ship at Sandefjord
a few years ago under the mound long known as “ The King’s Hill.”
The Charlestown remains were under similar mounds.

So far we have discovered no traces of the * missing link,” though
some of the paleolithic discoveries seem to bring us within measurable
distance of the creature.
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TABLE TALK.

AN INDIGNANT PROTEST.

ROM a correspondent who elects to be anonymous, and who
writes with much heat, I have received what, by the employ-

ment of a euphemism, may be called a protest against the views
recently put forward in Table Talk on the “ Literary Ring.” With
emphasis and “ certainty,” the writer declares that “ the vast majority
of magazines and books at the present hour are in the hands of
an utterly unprincipled literary ring, like that in the French play of
La Camaraderie.” This bold statement is supported by singular
evidence. In one case the writer, who claims to be the author of
more than one historical or quasi-historical work, after answering an
advertisement for magazine contributions, received from “one of the
most flourishing publishing firms in London ” an application for two
guineas, for which sum the advertisers would probably insert any
article sent them, and would certainly supply an opinion as to its
merits. Reviewers, I am told, are, as a rule, in the same boat with
publishers, ¢ all bent on making literature a mere trade.” With the
personal experiences of my correspondent I cannot deal. To one,
however, who, like myself, has been actively concerned in journalism
for a quarter of a century, the statements appear as startling and
incredible as if he were asked to believe that the chief London
physicians earned their income by extorting black mail from those
who confided to them their secrets. With an experience as large as
that of most journalists, I never met with nor heard of cases approxi-
mating to those advanced. In the serials with which I am connected
the authorship of reviews is an almost impenetrable secret, and the
suppositions of famed authors whose vanity has been wounded as
to the personality of their reviewers are almost invariably wrong. I
repeat, in short, that the talk of a literary ring is idle and futile, and
that the gates of letters are wider open now than ever they have been

to all comers.
A GENERAL INDEX FOR THE “ GENTLEMAN's MAGAZINE.”
HE work meditated by the Index Society of supplying a
complete index to the Gentleman's Magaszine is worthy of all

possible encouragement. To those engaged in amny form ol kst
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entertains for the modern worship of whatever is Greek. Compared
with the early Roman, the Hellene to Captain Burton is a trifler. His
gymnasia and palestree are mere schools for calisthenics, which the
sturdy Italian held in contempt. He had no gladiatorial show, the
finest salle d’armes in the world. To the sword practice by which
the Roman legionary was fortified, the Greek preferred the less
arduous struggle of the pentathlum, the pancration, and military
dancing, anticipating thereby a couple of thousand years the
accusation directed by Byron against his successors.

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet,
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone?
Of two such lessons why forget
The nobler and the manlier onc?

The Greek of old, like the Frenchman, and the Irishman of to-day,
was too clever by half, gaining victories by the gallantry of attack, but
failing to distinguish himself in a losing game. In this, Captain
Burton observes, England excels, and hence springs the declaration of
Marshal Bugeaud, “ England has the best infantry in the world :
happily they are not many.”

PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE.

MONG theatrical institutions which have dropped out of know-
ledge, not the least important are the Prologue and Epilogue.

The signification of the former is now changed, and its name in
connection with a new play conveys simply the information that
an act more than the public Dbargains for, or an author cares to
announce, has been provided. The epilogue meantime has dis-
appeared, and the most that the modern playwright dares offer in
its place is a rhymed tag. Strange to say, however, most of the
information we possess with regard to the stage in the seventeenth
century is derived from these now exploded forms of compositiomn.
Here we learn when first a woman ventured timidly to appear on a
stage on which feminine characters had previously been played by
boys ; here we see the gallants taking their seats on ¢ sixpenny
stools ” on the stage, and challenging each other to take tobacco;
here again we learn of impatient spectators throwing tiles at the
curtain with the hope of hitting a head, as an Irishman at a fair is
supposed to bring down his shillelagh with a whack on any prominence
in a tent that hints of human occupancy. Here, lastly, since the
task of enumeration would be almost interminable, we hear that a
Shakespearean tragedy could be played and was played in two hours,
and watch the gradually later time of day at which theatrical perform-
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ances were given. Besides information of this kind, we see in the pro-
logue and epilogue one or two writers at their best. In the former
bluff Ben Jonson lets out his magnificent if impotent indignation, and
Dryden cajoles and menaces the public and the critic in the most
epigrammatic and neatly-rhymed of his couplets. I mention these
things inasmuch as a really good book on the Prologue and
Epilogue has just seen the light! For whom stand the initials
“G. S. B.” affixed to the volume I know not. The theatre deserves,
however, to be studied by those interested in the drama and the
stage. Without saying the last word on the subject, it is a book of
importance, and a valuable contribution to literature.

A ROMANCE IN LoNDCN IN THE 13TH CENTURY.

N Aungier’s edition of the French Chronicle cited in Mr. Loftie’s
History of London,? is a marvellously dramatic story how in 1284
a certain Laurence Duket, having in course of a quarrel concerning
Alice atte Bowe wounded one Ralph Crepyn, a clerk, and then taken
refuge in the tower of the great church of St. Mary-le-Bow, Alice,
whose relations with the wounded man were the tenderest, hired a
gang of ruffians who, disregarding the sanctity of the spot, seized
upon Laurence Duket, strangled him, and tied the cord to the mul-
lion of one of the windows. The deed was witnessed by a youth
who had sheltered in the church, the final result being that Alice atte
Bow was burned to death in the market-place, and seven of her agents
were hanged. The picture of the terrified boy hiding from view to
contemplate this deed is as dramatic as anything in fiction. In
another portion of the same history Mr. Loftie, quoting from Mr.
Green, tells how, after the death of Harry, the traders and merchants
in London could witness “ the pillage of their wains ” as they wound
along the banks of the Thames.

SYLVANUS URBAN,

! Kegan Paul & Co.
? London : E. Stanford.
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